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B 



TO 



HER GRACE THE DUTCHESS OF 

DEVONSHIRE. 



Non percV to creda bifogimr miei carmi 
J chi fenefa copia da fe ficffa ; 
Ma fol per fatisfare a qufjfo vih 
Cha ho d^onorarla di Udar difto, 

Ariosto, Canto xxxviu 



1. HE Great and Fair, in every age and clime, 
Receive free homage from the. Sons of Rhyme : 
Bend, ye ambitious Bards, at Grandtur^s flirinc! 
Be Power your patron ! Wit and Beauty mine !— 
To thee whom elegance has taught to picafe 
By ferious dignity, or fportive eafe ; 
Whom Virtue hails, at PIeafure*d feftive rites, 
Chafte Arbiter of Art's refiji'd delights ; 
To thee, fair Devon! I breathe tbis votive drain; 
Nor dread th^ averted ear of proud Difdain : 

B 2 ^^x 
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For O, if mufic has not bleft my lyre, 
A lovelier fpirit of th' aetherial choir, 
Joy-breathing Gratitude, that hallowM gucft. 
Who fires with heavenly zeal the human brcaft. 
Bids my weak voice her fwclling note prolong. 
And confecrate to thee her tributary fong. 

When firft my anxious Mufe's fav'rite child. 
Her young Serena, artlefs, fimple, wild, 
Prefum'd from privacy's fafe fcenes to fly, • 
And met in giddy hafte the public eye ; 
Tby generous praife her trembling youth fuftain'd» 
The fmile flie dar'd not afk, from thee flie gainM ; 
And found a guardian in the gracious Devon, 
Kind as the regent of her fancied heaven. — 
The flattcrM Mufe, whofe offspring thou haft bleft. 
In the fond pride that rules a parent's breaft, 
Prefentsthus boldly to thy kind embrace 
This little group of her fucceeding race. 
Bleft 1 if thy pathos true to Nature's law. 
From thy foft bofom they may haply draw 
Thofc tender fighs, that eloquently fhew 
The virtues of the heart from whence they flow ! 
Bleft 1 if by foibles humoroufly hit. 
In the light fcenes that aim at comic wit. 
They turn thy penfive charms to mirthful grace. 
And wake the fprighty fweetnefs of thy face ! 

While 
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While thus the proud Enthufiaft wouIJ afpirc 
To change thy beauties with her changing lyre ; 
Much as (he wants the talent and the right. 
To (hew thy various charms in varied light, 
O might the Mufe, intruding on thy bower^ 
From her fair Patron catch the magic power 
Frequent to nieet the public eye, and ftill 
That (ickle eye with fond amazement fill ! 
Let her, if this vain wiih is loft in air, 
Breathe from her grateful heart a happier prayer I 
Howc'er her different fables may give birth 
To fancied woe, and vifionary mirth ; 

"^"^^ «U thy griefs belong to Fidion's reign. 

And wound tfi«- i • i. i i- • • 

'^^*- Qjily with a plea(ing paml 

May thy light fpirit,oau^f„ of life, 

lilude the rocks of care, the guft. of ftrife, 

And fafcly, as the neycr-finking buoy. 

Float on th' unebbing flood of real joy I 

£akt*am, 

Jtanuj as, 1J84. 

W. HAYLEY. 
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PREFACE, 



jl\s the following Plays were intended 
only for a private theatre, I have been 
tempted by that circumftance to intro- 
duce a kind of novelty in our language, 
by writing three comedies in rhyme, tho' 
the Comic Mufe of our country has 
been long accuftomed to exprefs herfelf 
in profe, and her cuftom has the fanftion 
of fettled precept and fuccefsful example. 
The Antiquarian, indeed, may remind 
me that Gammer Gurton's Needle, one 
of the earlieft of our old plays, with other 
comic produftions of that rude period, 
was written in rhyme; and poflibly 
fome faflidious enemies of that Gothic 
B 4 jingle. 
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jingle, as they affed to call it, may con- 
fidcr the prcfent Pubhcation as nothing 
more than a relapfe into the moft bar- 
barous mode of dramatic compofition. 

For the boldnefs of an attempt, 
which has no modern precedent to plead 
in its behalf, fome apology may be due 
to the Public, 

In the firfl place, I beg it may not 
be fuppofed, that by writing a comedy 
in rhyme, -J mean to convey an indirect 
cenfure on the contrary pracftice. No 
one can prize more highly than I do the 
many excellent comedies in profe, with 
tvhich our language is enriched. I am 
very far from entertaining a wifli to 
overturn the ceremonial which the Co- 
mic Mufe of England has eftablifhed; 
but I hope to find our country as much 
a friend to toleration in the forms of 
literature, as in thofe of religion. The 

cuftom 
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cuftom of other enlightened nations, 
both ancient and modern, may be 
pleaded on this occafion in behalf of 
verfe. Ariflophanes, in his play of the 
Clouds, feems to pride himfelf on his 
poetry. Ariofto having written two co- 
medies in profe, converted them both 
into metre at a maturer period of his 
life; and Moliere, the unrivalled matter 
of the French com^c theatre, who has 
written admirably botli in profe and 
rhyme, is, I think, mod admirable, 
and mofi truly comic, when he adheres 
to the latter. 

To the author who attempts a comedy 
in Englilh rhyme, our language feems 
to offer an advantage, which the French 
poet did not enjoy. The Comic Mufe 
of France has chiefly confined herfelf 
to that ftrudlure of verfe, which belongs 
equally to her Tragic Sifter. In the 
poetry of our nation, this particular 
B 5 Txv^^cW^ 
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meafure is appropriated to fportive fub- 
jeAa, and though hitherto not ufed in 
Comedy, it pofleffes to an Englifh ear 
a very comic vivacity. That it is highly 
calculated for poems of wit and humour, 
we have a flriking proof in that moft 
exquifite produdion the Bath Guide. 
How far it may fucceed through the 
varied fcenes of Engiilh play, experi- 
ments only can determine. As fome 
readers, on the firft fight of a comedy 
in rhyme, may haftily fuppofe that the 
faChion and the materials of the works 
are borrowed from the Theatre of 
France, I think it proper to declare, in 
juftice to the writers of that country,, 
that they arc by no means anfwerable 
for any defers which may be found in 
thcfe dramatic performances. I am not 
confcious of having borrowed a fingle 
charafter or fituation from any comic 
writer whatfoever, either foreign or 
domdlit. — The firft of the three come- 
dies 
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dks contained in the prefent Publica- 
tion, was founded on a real anecdote 
related to me by an intimate friend, 
who, concealing the names of the par- 
ties> mentioned their ludicrous adven- 
ture as a new and tempting fubjedl for 
the Comic Mufe. — ^The plan of the 
fecond arofe in the mind of its author, 
from his remarking the various effefts 
of Comioifleurfhip in different charac* 
ters.. An attachment to the fine arts, 
which is allowed to refine and ftrengthen 
the virtues of a manly and a generous 
fpirit, has, perhaps a peculiar tenden- 
cy not only to (hew, but to increafe 
the narrownefs of a vain and feeble 
mind; and if fuch a tendency exifts, 
it is the province of a comic writer to* 
counterad and corred it. — The; aim of 
the third comedy in this colletflion is 
to laugh at two diftinft fpecies of af- 
fedation, very prevalent in our age and' 

country ;. 
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country ; the afFeftation of refined 
fentiment, and. the afFeftation of pom- 
pous and pedantic expreffion. — — I 
proteft however againft perfonal appli- 
cation : and, to guard againft it, let me 
declare, that this ridicule is levelled, 
not at the great and refpedlable Vete- 
ran in the field of literature, whofe 
phrafes may fome times be borrowed 
by a icharadler in the play ; but at the 
namelefs and fervile herd of his awk- 
ward imitators. — ^Vigor and originality 
of thought give a fandion to the pomp 
and peculiarity of his language. If fm- 
gularities of ftyle are united with genius 
and moral excellence, they are pro- 
perly regarded with a partial rcfped: ; 
but when thefe fingularities are prepof- 
teroufly copied, and feem to prevail as 
a faftiion, they become, I apprehend, 
very fair fubjeds of fportive fatire. 

When 
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When I refleft what long and efla- 
blilhed prejudice a rhyming play mull 
encounter — when I remember that even 
Dryden himfelf, the moft able advocate, 
and the greateft mafter of rhyme in our 
language, has exprefsly condemned the 
ufe of it in comedy — T am alarmed at 
the hardinefs of my attempt ; but when 
I recoiled that time, the moft infallible 
left of literary opinion, has fully (hewn 
the miftakc of that immortal Poet, in 
recommending the ufe of rhyme in 
Englifh Tragedy, I am inclined to hope 
that he might be equally miftaken in 
fuppofing it utterly unfuited to our 
Comic Mufe. It may be urged, indeed, 
with great truth, that a comedy in 
rhyme, cannot be fo clofe a copy of 
Nature as a comedy in profe, the latter 
adhering to the very language of com- 
mon life. But from a fifter-art we may- 
borrow, at lead a plaufible argument in 
favour of Poetry, on the prefent occa^ 
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fion. The great mafter, who has de- 
fcanied fo happily on the principles of 
Painting, obferves with great propriety, 
in one of his difcourfes, that ^* we are 
" not always pleafed with the mod 
" abfolute poffible refemblance of an 
** imitation to its original objeft : cafes 
** may exift, in which fuch a refem- 
'* blance may be even difagreeable. I 
•* (hall only obferve, that the efFed of 
*' figures in wax-work, though certain* 
** ly a more exacT: reprefentation than 
*' can be given by painting or fculp- 
" ture, is a fufEcient proof that the 
•* pleafure we receive from imitation 
** is not incrcafed merely in proportion 
" as it approaches to minute and de- 
** tailed reality : we are pleafed, on the 
•* contrary, by feeing ends anfwered 
** by feeming inadequate means*." — 
On thefe principles, which perhaps are 

* Sir Jofhua Reynolds* Difcourfc of December 1782. 

equally 
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equally juft in ihe two kindred arts, 
a comedy in rhyme may be flill more 
entertaining than a comedy, of equal 
merit in other points, which confines 
itfelf to profe ; and a critic who ex- 
claims againft the unnatural efFcdl of 
a rhyming dialogue, may as juflly cen- 
'fure a portrait on canvafs, becaufe it is 
not fo exad a copy of life, as an image 
of coloured wax. In both cafes, the 
artift, whether painter or poet, may be 
juftly called a true and pleafing copier 
of Nature, if he prefer\'es as high a de- 
gree of refemblance, as his mode of imi- 
tation will admit, and embellifhes his 
work with the attraftive and almoft in- 
difpenfable graces of eafe, fpirit, and 
freedom. 

It is faid by Voltaire of theatrical 
compofition in general, " Tous les gen- 
*' res font bons hors le genre ennuyeux.** 
If the prefent comedies fall not within 
the clafs which that lively writer has lo 
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juftly profcribed, the Author may be 
allowed to hope, that his liberal and 
enlightened '•eiders will look with indul- 
gence on a publication, which arofe 
from his wifh to introduce a ftriking, 
and he tr='.ftf not a blameable, variety 
into the amufements of Englifii litera- 
ture. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L 
Enter Sii Nicholas in debate vtUb Mrs. Felix tfir^Selina. 

Mils. Felix. 

W HAT a ftrange declaration ! — it gives me the 

fpleen % 
But *tTs what good Sir Nicholas never can mean. 

Sir Nicholj&s. 
Not mean it, fair Lady ? — by Jupiter, yes i 
And my projedt you *11 fee will be crown'd with fuccefs ;. 
I am joyous myfelf, and *tis ever my plan 
To give thofe I love all the joy that I can» 

M&s« 
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Mrs. Felix, 
We own it— but joy is like diet, dear Coufin, 
One palate mayn't relilb what pleales a dozen ; 
Nor will I allow that my appetite's vicious. 
If perchance I don't like, what you think moftdelicioui. 
Sir Nicholas. 

T^tt\JI[)lT^i;'i^^:!"^-7^"^ 

Whole heart (iho' mollcoyiY'hy?^..^^.^^:"^ ^^^ve^ 
Did not ftrvenily wi(h to be fpetdily nVafKl!i«c^r"ed) 
Not to wound your nice ears with the name of delirw* 
Which youth renders lovely, and nature infpires. 
Your fex, from its weaknefs, demands a defender. 
Whom pride and afFe£tion make watchful and tender; 
And if my fair Coz is no hypocrite grown. 
The truth of my maxims you'll honeflly own ; 
While the wars from your arms the brave Colonel detain. 
Is the want of a hufband the fource of no pain? 

Mrs. Felix. 
There, indeed, you have touch'd me a little too near. 
My Soldier, you know, to my foul is moft dear, 
I own — arid my franknefs you never will blarae, 
I'd purchafe his prefeace with ought bat his fame. 

Sm NlCHOL-AS. 

Well faid, thou dear, honeft, and warm-hearted wife ; 
For thy truth may good angels dill watch o'er hiif life. 
And while others the rough field of flaughter arc treading. 
Send him home full of glory, to dance at our wedding I 
For a wedding v/e'll have to enliven us all. 
And Hymen's bVight altar fliall warm the old hall. 
For my Niece ere I die, tis my wi(h to provide. 
And ere two months are paft 1 w;// fee her a bride. 

Pm 
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Pm refolv'd — and you know that my neighbours all fay, 
S^ir Nicholas OddtUh will have his own way. 

Mrs, Felix. 
Selina, dear Sir, wants no other protection. 
While her life glides in peace by your gentle diredtion. 
She chinks, and I own, I approve her remark. 
In conjugal cares 'tis too foon to embark : 
Her bofom untouched by Love's dangerous dart. 
Fate has not yet (hewn her the man of her heart. 

Sir Nicholas. 

The man of her heart! — thefe nonfenfical fancies 

You light-headed females pick out of romances. 

That I am no tyrant you know very well. 

So Coufm don't teach my good Niece to rebel f 

I am no greedy guardian, who thinks it his duty 

On the altar of Plutus to facrifice beauty; 

Whofe venal barbarity, juftly abhorr'd. 

Ties a lovely young girl to an old crippled lord. 

And bafely, to gain either rank or eftate. 

Makes herfwear (he will love, what (he cannot but hate. 

Fropi fuch a protestor Heaven guard my dear Niece ! 

I wi(h her to wed that her joys may increase; 

And the deuce muft be in the ftrange gir! who difcovers 

No man to her mind in fuch plenty of lovers. 

To no very great length will my ci^udty run. 

If from twenty admirors I bid her chufe one. "* 

Mrs, Felix. 
But why, dear Sir Nicholas, why in fuch hade? 

Sir Nicholas. 
'Tis thus that my proje^s are ever difgrac'd 
With the fahe names of hurry and precipitacion, 
Becaufe I abhor f lly procraftination ; 

•■■■.'»' 
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That thief of delight, who deludes all our fenfes. 
Who cheats us for ever with idle pretences. 
By whom, like the dog in the fable, betray'd. 
We let go the fubftance to fntp at the (hade. 
To feize prefent Time is the true Art of Life ; 
•Tis Time who now cries, make Seiina a Wife ! 
The feafon is come, I've fo long wifhM to fee 
From the moment I dandled her firft on my knee : 
She, you know, to my care was bequeathMbymy Brothc 
And having this Child, I ne'er wifti'd for another : 
Thro' life I have kept myfelf fingle for her ^ 
Her intereft, her joy, to my own I prefer. 

Selina. 
Your kindnefs, dear Sir, I can never repay. 

Sir Nicholas. 
In truth, my dear damfel, you eafily may ; 
I demand no leturn fo enormoufly great j 
I a(k but a Boy to poffefs my cftate, 

Selina. 
Lord, Uncle, how come fuch odd thoughts in your head 

Mas. Felix. 
From his heart, I affure you — 'tis plcafantly (aid ; 
A fair ftipulation — both parties agreed. 
The corap'i6t, I truft, in due time will fucceed j 
But patience, dear Knight, you will have your defirc, 
Nor wait very long for a young little 'Squire. 

Sir Nicholas. 
The cold ftreara of Patience ne'er creeps in my veins. 
But the wifli my heart forms my quick fp'rit attainsf 
I'm none of your cJiill atmofpherical wretches, 
Whofe affections are fubjeQ to ftarts and to catches ^ 

Whol 
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Whoiewifliy like a weather-cock, veering about. 

Now turns towards hope, and now changes to doubt : 

No, mine, like the needle without variation. 

Only looks to one point, and that point's Confummation* 

I want to behold this young Urchin arife. 

Before I have loft or my legs or my eyes. 

That I may enjoy all his little vagaries. 

As the changeable feafon of infancy varies. 

I long to be moulding his heart and his fpirit. 

To (hew him the fields he is bom to inherit \ 

Lead him round our rich woods, while my limbs are jeC 

limber. 
And tell the young rogue, how I've nurs'd up his timber ; 
That when the worn thread of my life is untwifted. 
He long may remember that I have exifted : 
And when my old frame in our monument refts. 
As he walks by ray grave with a few worthy guefts, 
He\hus to fome warm-hearted friend may addrefs him. 
Here lies my odd, honeft, old Uncle — God blefs him ! 

Mrs. Felix. 
Thank Heaven, dear Coufin, your hale conftitution 
Shews not the leaft fign of a near diifolution. 

Sel jna. 
To make your life happy, whatever the condition. 
Has been, my dear Untie, my highefl: ambition ; 
To fulfil every wifli that your fancy can frame. 
Still is, as it ought to be, ever my aim : 
But if by your voice I am doom'd to the altar. 
With terror and pain my weak acc<;nts muft falter, 
Unlefs my kind ftars a new lover Ihould fend me. 
Unlike all the fwains who now deign to attend me. 

Sir Nicholas. 
Nice wench ! do you wunt the vhole world to adore you ? 
Wouldyouhave all the men ofche earth rang'd before you? 
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For thanks to your charms, and to fortune's kindbountyf 
You may rank in your train all the youth of our county, 
Andchufe whom you will ; if the man has but worth* 
And is nearly your equal in wealth and in birth, 
I give my confent — you are free from reftridion ; 
But I will not be plagu'd with perv^rfe contradiQion. 
I will fee you wed without any delay : 
Your two fitted lovers arc coming to-day ; 
Young Sapphic, whofe verfes delight all the fair. 
And Dicky Decifive, Sir Jacob's next heir: 
Both young and both wealthy, both comely and clever. 
To gain you, no doubt, each will warmly endeavour; 
F«r they come for a month, by my own invitation. 
On purpofe to found my dear girl's inclination : 
1 have faid to them both, and no man can fpeak fairer. 
Let him, who can pleafe her moft, win her and wear her, 

Selina, afidetoMrs. Felix. 
Good angels defend me ! 

Mrs. Felit. 

I fee nothing frightful : 
Our month vnth fuch guefts muft be Very delightful : 
When Sapphic's foft verfes incline us to dofe, 
Dick will keep us awake with fatirical profe. 

Sir Nicholas, 
Don't crofs me, I fay ! nor miflead my good Niece ? 
By Jove, if (he thwarts me with any caprice. 
Like a certain old juftice I'll ring up my maids. 
And marry the firft of the frank-hearted jades ; 
For pervtrfe contradidion I never will bear, 
But provide for myfelf a more dutiful heir. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Dear Coufin, in fpite of his worfnip's decifion. 
You cannot be certain of fuch a provifion: 
Attempts of that nature arc fubjedt to fail. 
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Sir Nicholas. 
My Jcfigns you fhall fee. Madam, always prevail : 
For if this nice CSpfy, by your machmation. 
Declines every offer, to give me vexation, 
Lrike my late jolly neighbour. Sir Timothy Tricfcura 
Who vindiJElively mairied the frail Molly Quickum, 
1*11 make fure of the matter, and chufe me a wife. 
With an heir ready plac'd on the threfhold of life : 
For, as 1 have faid^ tho* a foe to reftriftion, 
1 never will fufFer perverfe contradidion. 
You now know my mind, which no maflc ever covers. 
So fire well, and prepare to receive your two lovers. 

[Exit. 
Mrs. Felix. 

Go thy way, tliou ftrange mixture of fenfe and of blind- 

nefs ! 
A model at once of opprellion and kindnefs, 
• Thy will, thou odd compound of goodnefs and whim. 
Is a dream, againll which it is treafon to fwim ; 
Yet we muft crofs the current-^ 
Selina. 

Dear Coufin fay how ! 
Dire6t oppofition he will not allow : 
What can you devife as a plan of prevention ? 
How divert his keen fpirit from this new intention ? 
1 had much rather die than be ever united 
To one of the lovers, that he has invited : 
My heart has a thorough avcrfion to- both : 
Yet to make him unhappy I'm equally loth ; 
When I think what I owe to his tender protection. 
The worft of all ills is to lofe his afFedtion. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Dear Girl, your warm gratitude gives yoii new charms : 
' ris an amiable fear, which your bofom alarms. 

Vol. liL C kxv^ 
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And I from your Uncle's quick humour would fcreen 

you. 
Not loofen the bands of afFe£tion between you. 
He merits your love, and you know he has mine ; 
Yet;we fomehow muft baffle his hafty defign. 
Nor fufFer his whim thus to make you a Wife, 
To repent the rafli bufinefs the reft of Kis life. 
Take courage ! kind Chance may aflift us — 

Selina. 

I doubt it. 
Yet Heaven knows how weihall manage without it$] 
For when his heart's fet on a favourite fcheme. 
His ardor and hafte, as you know, are extreme. 
Like a med'cine ill-tim'd oppofition is vain. 
And inflames the diforder 'twas meant to re drain.' 

Mas. Felix. 
In his fevers indeed 'there is no intermiflion : 
And thanks, gentle C02 ; to your foft difpofition ! 
So fweet and compliant your temper has been. 
You haVe taught him to think contradiction a fin ; 
And here all around him confirm that belief. 
His vafTals all bow to the nod of their chief. 
Here Ihut from the world in this rural dominion. 
No mortal oppofes his will or opinion ; 
And thus he is fpoil'd — Politicians all fay. 
Human nature's not fafliion'd for abfolute fway. 

Selina. 
'Tis true, tho' the wor!d, as you fay, think him odd. 
In this fphere he is held a diminutive god : 
And when I behold how his fortune is fpent. 
In fuppreiTing vexation, and fpreading content j 

When 
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When I hear all the poor his kind bounty exprefling. 
And thoroughly know how he merits their bleffing. 
My feelings with theirs in his eulogy join. 
And confels, that his nature is truly divine. 

Mrs. Felix, 
Thou excellent Girl ! if fuch fondnefs and zeal 
For a warm-hearted, whimfical Uncle you feel, 
Witii what fine fenfations your bofom will glow. 
What tender attachment your temper will (hew. 
When your fortunate lord Love and Hymen inveft 
With higher dominion o'er that gentle bread ! 
But tell me, dear Couiin — be honeft — declare. 
Has no young fecret fwain-form'd an intereft there ? 
I fufpeft — but don't let my fufpicion affright you, 
Tho' the good Knight's rare virtues amufe and delight 

you. 
From this gloomy old hall you would wilh to get free. 
Had not Cupid preferv'd you from feeling ennui ; 
Come tell me the name of the favourite youth : 
I am fure I guefs riglit. 

Selina. 
No, in fad fober truth 
I never have (een in the courfe of my life, 
A mortal to whom 1 (hould chufe ^o be wife. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Ye ftars, what a pity ? — I wilh I could learn ' 
That my Colonel from India would fliortly return, 
Both for your fake and mine j for our prefent diftrefs 
He would fpeedily turn into joyous fuccefs ; 
As his regiment mud fome young hero afford. 
Who might throw at your feet both himfelf and his 

fword. 
What fay you, my dear, to a foldier ?-*- 

C 2 Enter 
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Enter Jenny. 

J«NNY^ 

(Ml? Madam, 
Here's young Mr. Sapphic — I vow, if I had them, 
I'd give fifty pounds had you feen how politely 
He beg'd me to tie a fweet nofcgay up tightly. 
Which is jolted to pieces — well, he's a fweet beau ; 
And now with his pencil he's writing below, , 
I believe 'tis a pofy, he writes itfo neatly. 
And Tm fure 'tis fine verfe. Ma'am it founded (6 fweetly. 

Maa. Felix. 
Oh charming ! his vows will be very fublime. 
And I truft we (hall hear his propofals in rhyme. 

Selina. 
How can you, dear Coufin, fo cruelly jeft in 
A buiinefs you know I am really diftreft in ? 
I (hall certainly forfeit my Uncle's protedlion. 
For I never can wed where I feel nd afi^edion. 
Do help me, ^ 

Mrs. Felix, 
Good Girl, this perplexity fmother. 
And think your two lovers will bam(h each other : 
There's much to be.hop'd from our prefent affairs. 

Jenny. 
O^ Ma'am, Mr. Sapphic « coming up flairs. 

( Aftdc as Jhe goes out,) 
I am mightily pleas'd with this marrying plan. 
And I hope in my fpirit that he'll be the man. [Exit, 

Enter Sapphic, 
Sapphic, 
Fair Ladies, the moments have feem'd to be hours. 
While I ^crj'd in your hall to adjuft afcw flowers : 

For 
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For the feafon, I am told, they're uncommonly fine, 
fiuc I dill with the tribute more worthy the fhnne. 

[^Bffwing and prefenting them to Selina. 

Selina. . 
Mr. Sapptic is always extremely polite : 
Thefe rofe?, indeed, are a wonderful fight t 
You are far better florifts than we are. 

Mrs. Felix. 

My dear,- 
Mr. Sapphic has magic to make them appear. 
And flora is brib'd by the ibngs he compofes 
To produce for her poet extempore rOfes 1 
Into this early bloom all her plants are bewitch'd : 
But you tio not obfcrve fcow the gift is inrich'd. 
Here's a border of vdrfe, if my «yes-do»''tdecttve Xat, 

Selina, afide to Mrs. Pelix. 
DearCoufin,. you'll readit— I pTay you relieve me ;. 
I fhall biufli like -a fool at each civil txpfeffion. 

Mrs. Felix, ajide to Selina, takhg th pcfper. 
Now with emphafis juft and with proper difcretion. 
^Mrs. Feliit rends.) 
^* Yc happy flowers, give and receive pef^fume 
*^ As on Selina's fragrant breaft ye bloom : 
" From earth,. tho''noit; arrang'd in order nice^- 
** Ye are tranfplantedinto Paradife;. 
'* If on that fpot ye languifh into death, 
** 'Twill be from envy -df her fweeter breath.'*^* 
'Tis a delicate compliment, tender and .pretty. 
What original fpirit I how gracefiii and witty ! 

Sapphic. 
Dear Ma'am, you're too good to find any thing in it,^ 
'Tis a mere hafty trifle— the work of a minute : 

C 3 <it. 
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On the anvil I had not a moment to hammer. 

And I fear, i» my hafle I have fionM againd grammar. 

Mrs. Felix. 
All flight imperfe6lions I never regard 
When I meet with fuch vigor of thought in a bard, 
With a fancy fo brilliant — 

Sapphic, 
O ! Ma*am, you're too kind ; 
But candor's the teft of an amiable mind. 
1 wifli that your tafte all our Critics might guide. 
To fofccn that rigor with which they decide. 

Mrs. Felix. 
From Critics, dear Sir, you have little to fear. 
If Mr. Decifive himfelf had been here. 
He muft have been charmM with this {vrtttjeu (tefprit^ 
Which, as he is coming to-day, he fliall fee. 
I am eager to hear how his wit will applaud it : 
To conceal it w^ould be of due praife to defraud it. 

Sapphic. 
In Mercy*s name. Ladies, I beg your protedlion, 
Preferve my poor rhymes from Decifive*s infpedtion ; 
Confider how hafty— 

Mrs. Felix. 

Say rather how fprightly— 

Sapphic, 

Compo&'d in a moment — 

M«s. Felix, 

Produc'd fo politely ! 

Sapphic. 

JJe'JJ cut them to atoms ! 

Mb.s. 
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Mrs. Felix. 

Dear Sir, he's your friend. 
And I thought he had feen all the poems you pen'd ! 
I was told that to him your long works you rehear fe — 
Does Mr. Decifive himfelf write in verfe ? 

Sapphic. 
I wi(h from my foal that he did now and then; 
But he ufes the pen- knife much more than the pen. 
And too freely has (lafh'd all who write in the nation. 
To give them an opening for retaliation. 
My old friend Decifive has honour and wit ; 
To the latter indeed, he makes mod things fubmit ^ 
And thinks it fair fport, as a friend or a foe. 
To kaock down a Bard by a flaming bon met. 
To your fex indeed his chief failings I trace % 
For the fair-ones fo flatter'd his figure and face. 
That too early he ceasM the chafte Mufes to follow> 
And being Adonis, would not be Apollo. 

Mrs. FiiLix. 
Yet he has much fancy^ 

Sapphic. 
O, Madam, no doubt. 
And genius that ftudy would foon have brought out. 
Had his thoughts been lefs turn*d to his legs and his 

looks. 
Ere this heM have written fome excellent books : 
•Tis pity fuch parts fbould thro' indolence fall » 
But he never compofes, and reads not at all. 

Selina. 
Not read, Mr. Sapphic ! you furely miftake ^ 
Your friend cannot be an illiterate rake : 

C 4 Our 
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Our neighbours, who lately from London came down. 
Declare, that his word forms the tafte of the town ! 

Sapphic. 
Dear Madam, the bufinefs is eafily done ; 
He judges all authors, but never reads one. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Pm fure he muft own this impromptu is fweet. 
And I vow he ihall read it — 

Sapphic^ 

DearMa*am» lintreatf 
I conjure you to fpare me \ thU eameft petkion 
I know you will grant me— 

Mils. Fsliz^ 

On this one Qondltion, 
That for fix Ikies fupprefs-d you indulge pie wkb 

twenty : 
Oome^ (hew ua your pocket-book-— there you have 

plenty 
Of tender poetical fquibs for the Fair. 

Sapphic, taking out kh pQcket-book,. 

Dear Ma^am here is nothing. 

Mrs. Ffinx. 

A volume, I fwear,. 
O, charming ! well, now you're an excellent man j 
Tis ftufPd like a pincufhion — 
Sapphic. 

Yes, Ma'am— with bran. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Fie, fie, you're too modeft, and murder my meaning; 
What a harveft is here ! yet I alk but a gleaning : 

It 
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It would not be fair to feize all the colleftion, 
Tho' all is moft certainly worthy infpedtion. 
Indulge m, dear Six : coine, 1*11 cake no refufal. 

Sapphic. 
Indeed, Ma'atn, here's nothingthat*s fit for penifal. 

Mrs. Felix. 
There are fifty fiiie things,, and one can't chafe amifs. 

S A p p H I c, > tah'ag eui a paper. 
Here's one new little fong— 

Mrs. Felix. 
Well then, let me have this. . 

Sapphic, after givtng a paper. 
They all are fo jumbled, I fear I am wrong ; .. 
1 meant to have (hewn you a new little fongj 
Which was ^vrkten laft week on the ball at our races^ 
Where I heardthe Mifs Trotters com par'd to the Graces ; . 
I could not help faying, 'twas very profane. 
It was taking the name of the Graces in vain. . 

Mrs. Felix reatifs. 

*^' On feeing Selina and Jenny near each other in 

*^ the garden,^* 

Sapphic. 
O mercy, dear Madam, , yooi muft not read thofe ! • 
A ftanzaunfinilhed.-'' 

Mrs. Felix. 

How fwcetly it flows ! 
Selina, pray hear it. 

Selika, afiae to Mrs. Felix. 

Dear Coufin enough ! ' 
How can you del^t in tliis horrible ihiff I 

C 5 Mrs* 
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M«.s. Felix reads, 

** Tho* each in the fame garden blows, 

** The poet muft be crazy, 
** Who, when invited by the rofe, 

** Can (loop to pick the daify,'* 

Sblina» afide toMt^s, Felix. 
If you love me^ dear Coufin, aflift me, I pray. 
To end all this nonfenfe, and get him away. — 
Pray, Sir, when you came, was my Uncle below ^ 

Sapphic. 
He's abroad, Ma*am, your fervant inform'd me— 

Selina» 

ONo! 

You have heard he is building a temple to Pan, 
And we hope that your tafte may embellifh the plan : 
At the end of the walk, in his favourite grove. 
Where there formerly flood an old ruinM alcove. 
You'll find him j and as 'tis an art you are fkill'd in. 
Twill pleafe him to know what you think pf the building. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Aye do, Mr. Sapphic, infpedl what is done. 
For the workmen all blunder'd when firft they begun : 
Your opinion Pm fure will oblige the good Knight. 

Selina. 
An infcription, he once faid, he wifh'd you to write. 

Sapphic. 
Dear Madam f — the hint is delightful, I vow ; 
Tp the God of Arcadia I haften to bow : 
I (hall find the good Knight in the midfl of the dome ; 
I am heartily glad that h« is not from hoine» 

Wc 
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We (hall furely compofe fomething clever between us^ 
And the Mufe will compofe by the order of Venus. 
[£wvj tenderly t§ Selina, and Exit. 

Selika. 
How could you fo praife that impertinent creature ? 
And praife him without difcompoGng a feature ! — 
I could not have thought, before this converfation. 
That your franknefs could turn into fuch adulation. 

Mrs. Felix. 
The World, my dear Child, is to you quite unknown } 
When you fee it you *11 find fuch difcourfe is the fn j 
Fine folks in high life learn to praife with great glee 
Sucfe perfons and things as they (icken to fe6» 
To mc yo«r beft thanks for my fpeeches are due — 
By thus flattering the Poet, I furely ferve you ; 
He will now play the Sky-lark inftead of the Dove, 
And ftun me with fongs, while you're faved from his 
love. 

Enter Jenny, 

Jenny. 
Dear Ma'am, now I hope Mr; Safpphic's quite ble(!. 
For he fpes thro' t!k^ w^lks like- a bird to his ncft. — 
He's a fwcet pretty gentleman. 

Mrs. Felix, afidetoStWndL, 

This, if I ihew it. 
Will foon banifh Jenny's regard for the poet : 
Jenny, fee wha| your friend Mr. Sapphic has written. 

• Jenny. 
Dear Ma'am, with his yerfes I always am fmitten. 

CHa<vittg read the flanza^} 
A Daify indeed ! to be fure I am neat. 
But tho' Tm a fervant I hope I am fwcet. 
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Wben he makes my young MHlrefs a RoTe or a Lil!yj» 
He might turn roe at leaft to a PaflTy-dowB-diHy. 
But a Daify, forfoorh ! with no fragrance at all ! 
I'll crofs him for this — 

Seliita. 
What's that noife in the hall ? 
Jenny. 
As fure as I live 'tis your other gay Spark, 
For I faw a new chat(e driving into the park — 
ni ice. Ma'am. 

CJficU goimgcut,) 
I'll Ihew this fine Poet a trick — 
A Daify ! that no one but children will pick. ^Exit. 

Mrs. Felix. 
This fimile Jenny 1 fee cannot fwallow. 
And her anger may ruin this fon of Apollo ; 
For in courtlhip this maxim is often difplay'd. 
He has half loft the MillreS who lofes the Maid, 

Enter Decifive. 

Decisive. 
Alone, my dear Ladies ! — they told me below. 
Our friend Sapphic was here, your poetical Beau ; 
I was almoft afraid that my fudden intjufion 
Might d^eck the rich ftream of fome lyric efFufion. 

{To Selina) 
l.'m happy <o ice yon fp lovely to day ; 
But I hope I've not frighted your Poet away. 

Sblina. 
O nc — Mr. Sapphic had bid us adieu — 

Mas. 
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Mrs. Felix. 
And not without laying fomeHne things of you • 
He declares, that with thoie brilHant parti you pofTefs, 
'Til a fin you ne'er fend any work to the prefs. 

Decisive. 
Good Sap^kk ! — In truth 'tis his comfort to think 
The whole duty of man Jiea in fpilling of ink i 
And at Paradife gate his large volumes of metre 
Will I hope be allow'd a fairpafs by Saint Peter. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Then the Saint muft be free from your Critical fpirit. 
For I know you have little efteem for their merit ; 
YouVe a rigorous judge, and to poets terrific. 

Decisive. 
I wifli my friend's mufe was not quite fo prolific : 
But in rhymes when a child I have heard he would 

fqueak. 
And fo proved a poet before he could fpeak ; 
On his death-bed, I doubt not, he'll ^ill think of verfe. 
And groan out a rhyme to his dodloj or nurfe. 

Mi^s. Felix. 
I fancy your favourite reading is profe; 
Here's a new fet of travel?, pray have you read thofe ? .. 

Decisivfj ta^in^ the hok. 
This author is lucky to meet with a buyer : 
A traveller's but a foft word for a liar. 
Such works may pleafe thofe who have ne'er been abroad. 
But. men, who have travelPd, perceive all the fraud. 

Mrs. Felix* 
Is the work fo deceitful ! it feems you hare read it ? 

Decisive. 
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Decisive, 

Not a fyllable. Madam — 

Mrs. Felix. 

Pray who then has faid It ? 

Decisive, 

Not a foul that I know — ^^but fuch books are a trade. 
And I perfedtly know how thoCe volumes arc made. 

Mrs. Felix. 
'Tis a work, I am told, that has great reputation 
Both for wit and for truth — 

Decisive. 

WeVe a credulous nation — 
Mrs. Felix. 
Pray what kind of books are your favourite ftudy ? 

Decisive. 
I find modern works only make the brain muddy. 
As my friends grew by reading more awkward than wife. 
And ruin*d their perfons and clouded their eyes j 
1 have wifely rtfoIvM not to read any more. 
Since each living author is tura'd to a bore^ 

Mrs. Felix. 
How can you fo wade all your bright mental powers ? 
'Tis pity you men have not fuch works as ours— 
What d'ye fay to my knotting? 

(Takes cut her *ivork,) 
Decisive. 

Your box wants a hinge. 
And ril give you a much better pattern for fringe ; 
I brought it from France. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Felix. 

Now I fee, my good friend, 
lere is no kind of work which your (kill cannot mend : 
all arts you pofTefs a diflinguifbing head, 
}m building a temple to knotting a thread. 

Decisive* 
bropos of a temple — pray has the good Knight 
is'd his altar to Pan? — he had fix'd on the fite. 
the ftru6ture begun ? — I have not feen his plan — 

Mrs. Felix. 
ten haften and pay your devotions to Pan. 
Nicholas now in his veftibule (lands, 
> guide all his workmen and quicken their hands ; 
d Sapphic is gone to attend the good Knight, 
id try what infcription his genius can write. 

DtCISI VB. 

or Pan ! by the Graces thou'rt left in tht lurch ; 
ly temple will look like a trim pari(h church, 
ith Sapphic's infcriptions, like fcraps of the Bible 
t up, as the Church- wardens fay, in a iibef, 

Mrs. Felix. 
leed we much fear fo — pray hafte to infpe^l it, 
id exert all your exquifite tafte to corre^ it. 

Decisive. 
I'am I'll do what I can, for it puts me in wrath 
) fee a fine temple difgrac'd by a Goth. [.^xit^ 

Mrs. Felix. 
ell, my dear, your two Lovers, like true men of 

fadiion^ 
) not pefter you much with the heat of their padion : 

You'll 



24 THE HAPPY PRESCRIPTION: 

You'll be quite at your cafe — thanks to Pan ^ji<3 the j 
Mufe f 

Enter Jenny, haftily, 
Jenny. 
News ! news ! my dear Ladies, moft excellent news ! 

Selina. 
The girl is quite wild ! 

Mrs. Felfx. 
What tranfports you fo, Jenny ? 
Jenny. 
I've news for you, Madam, that's well worth a guinea: 
I have news from the Colonel — 

Mrs. Felix. 

A letter ! Where is it ? 
Jenny. 
No, Ma'am, here's a (Iranger arrived on a vifir. 
And he comes from the place where the Colonel h fitt- 
ing. 

Mrs. Felix. 
And with letters fbr me ? 

Jenny. 

Madam, that I'm not right in ; 
For I run from his man when I got half my (lory j 
But the Colonel, he fays, is aU riches and glory. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Dear girl that's enough ; through my life I Ihall feel 
Due regard for thy warm and affe^onate zeal. 
But where is this Stranger ? 

Jenny. 
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Jenny. 

Juft walk'd to my Mafter. 
fis poor man has met with a cruel difaileri 
le was wounded in battle. 

Sel.ina» 
Pray treat him with care. — 
your joy> my dear Coufin, I heartily fhare. 

Mas. Felix. 
[lis Stranger*s a jewel for you from the Eaft ; 
s^.$ a Captain^ I hape> my dear Jenny» at lea(^. 

Jenny. 
\, Madam I my fancy fuppofed him fo too 1 
It we're both in the wrong* and for Mifs he won*t do, 
if lleacnt from Us roan hejs only a DoCtor.. 

Mrs. F«i-iXr 
or Jane> how the dlffe^reace of tide has Aock^d herl 
r my part I can't find by my reafon or feeling, 
lat the krt of deftroying excels that of healing : 
e may equally love the profefTors .of both. 

Jenny, 
lat Mifs tho* fljould marry a Doftoc I am loth.. 

Mrs.. Fei^jt. 
me, my dear, let us meet 'em-r-I can*t reft above-** 
>w (lowly fly letters .frftm. hands -that we love ! 



ENp> or TttC FIRST ACT.. 
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ACT 11. 



c 



SCENE I. 

Enter Jenny and Jonathan. 

Jenny. 



O M E, dear Mr. Jonathan, tell me the whole : 
An account of a battle I love to my foul; 
There is nothing on earth I fb truly delight in» 
As to hear a brave Soldier difcoarfe about fighting.— 
So the Colonel was wounded you fay near the wall : 
Whereabouts was the (hot ? Did he inftantly fall ) 

Jonathan. 
No ; recoiling a little he rufhM on again, 
And fought like a lion, made fiercer by pain ; 
Tho* a curfed keen arrow an Indian let fly, 
PiercM the bone of his cheek juil below the right eye. 
*Twas a horrible wound ! but it could not appall him. 

Jenny. 
O mercy ! that fuch a hard fate (bould befall him. 
Alas ! Pm afraid that his fine manly face 
Muft have lod by the fear all its fpirit and grace. 
Does he look very hideous ? 

Jonathan, 

No } thanks to my Mafter, 
You can hardly perceive that he e'er wore a plaifter. 
There never was known a more wonderful cure ; 
But kind Heaven alfifts my good Matter Pro fure } 

Without 
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]^itIiout It the (kill of no mortal could fave 
*^he many brave lads he has kept from the grave. 
You would weep with delight to behold him furrounded 
With a hundred fine fellows once horribly wounded ; 
vVho with thanks for their lives are ftill eager to greet him. 
i^nd hail him with bleffings whenever they meet him. 

JENNY, 

God reward him, fay I, for the good he has done ; 
And of thofe he has I'avM I'm glad you are one. 

Jonathan. 
Aye, twice he preferv'd me when all thought me dead^ 
And oDce brought me oflFat the rifque of his head* 
It was not his bufioefs to mix in the ftrife. 
And feme thought him mad when he venturM his lifb' 
To bring oflf a poor mangled foldier like me i 
But Tve (Ull a heart left in this trunk that you fee. 
Which loves the brave fpirit who fnatchM me from deaths 
And will ferve him, I hope, till my very laft breath. 

Jenny* 
Your (cenes of hard fervice 1 hope are all over ; 
It is now fairly time you (hould both live in clover. 
Your Mailer, 1 truft, has brought home as much trea* 

fure 
As will make him a parliament>man at his pleafure } 
And to recompence you for the wound in your arm. 
Perhaps he will buy you a fnug little farm, 

Jonathan. 
When a Gentleman comes from the Eaft, my good girl^ 
You all think he is loaded with diamonds and pearl } 
You fancy his treafure too great to be told. 
And fuppofe he pofleiFes a mountain of gold, 

A few 
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A few daring blades, by a bold kind of fteakh. 

Have indeed from the Indies brought home fo much 

wealth. 
That with all their keen fcnfes they ne'er could employ 

it. 
And have dy'd from the want of a heart to enjoy it : 
But fome hundred brave lads, whom gay youth led to 

enter 
That promifing region of hope and adventure;. 
Have toil'd many years in thofe rich-burning cHnies, 
With fmall fhare of their wealth, and with none of their 

crimes. 
Now my Mafter and I both belong to this trfbe i 
Not a 'fmgle Nabob have we kill'd for « bribe i 
And to tell you a trmli, wMch I hope you*U not dovbti 
WeVe w poor «nd as honeft as when we fet >out» 

Jenny. 
What! your Mafter dill poor in lb thriving a trade f 
And with patients fo rich has he never been paid 
For the wounds he has heaHd ? 

Jonathan. 

Yes, my dear, for his fees 
I know he'has touch'd many thoufand rupees j 
But the fight of^diftrefs-hje CQjild never endure i 
What he took from the rich he beftowM on the poor. 

Jenny. 
Well, Heaven will pay him* no doubt, in due feafon. 
But what brings him home ?-^I would fain know the 

reafon 
Why he leaves that rich land in the bloom of his life : 
I fuppofe from the want of a cherry-cheek'd wife ? 
They fay thofe black wenches are fad nafty creatures. 
And tho' they've "fine fhapes they have horrible features* 
Does ^he want a v^rhitje fweet-heart ? or has he a Black ? 

Joukthan. 
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Jonathan. 
Tis indeed a white woman that brings u« both back : 
i%xt alas ; 'tis an old one — my Mafter, it feem», 
ias a fondiimple mother thae*s troubled with dreams, 
\nd he, like a tender and foft hearted youth, 
L<efigns his fine profpedt, and comes home forfboth 
Becaufe the old dame has exprefs'd hef dcfires 
To fee him in England before (be expires : 
And egad fince he''s come (he will live long enough. 
For Ihe feems to be made of good durable ftuff. 

Jenny, 
Well, now I (hall love him a hundred times more 
Than I did for the ftories you told me before. 
God blefs the kind foul ! who behaves to his mother 
As if he well knew he could nt'er have another; 
And were he ray fon 1 could not live without him; 
1 could ftay here all day while you're talking about 

him. — 
But 'tis time to be gone; we muft both difappear. 
For the Colonel's fweet Wife and your Mafler are here. 

Jonathan. 
Stop, I muft peep at her ;— (he's as bright as th« day ? ' 

Jenny, * 

And her heart is as good as her fpirir is gay — 
Come I'll (hew you our walks — we may get out this I 
wa} . 

[Exeuntm 
Enter Mrs^ Felix andMoilty. ' 
Mrs> Felix. 
Dear excellent Friendy fince I owe to your worth 
The fafety of what I moft value on earth. 
With thofe it loves beft my heart yields you a place. 
And I clafp your kind hand v/ith a fifter's embrace. 

To 
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To judge of the man whom fuch fervice endears 

I want not the tardy acquaintance of years. 

But in ftrong tho' quick ties, that no chances can fever. 

In an inftant he feizes my friendfbip for ever : 

And had I much lefs obligation to you. 

My regard and efteem 1 fhould ftill think your due. 

From the picture my Felix has drawn of your mind. 

MORLEY. 

His warm foul to his friends is mod partially kind : 
But fuch as I am I moft truly am yours j 
Your goodnefs my grateful attachment enfures. 
And my heart with proud tranfport your friendfbip era- 
braces. 
Tho' I ne'er gaz'd before on your perfonal graces, 
I've beguiPd fome long weeks of hard wearifome duty 
With frequent difcourfe on your virtues and beauty ; 
And I own for the Colonel it rais'd my efteem. 
To mark with what pleafare he dwelt on the theme. 

Mks. Felix. 
You're an excellent creature to footh a fond wife. 
Who regards her Lord's love hardly lefs than his life ; 
But figce you've replied with good humour fo fteady 
To the ten thoufand queftions I've alk'd you already, 
I'll fpare you to day, and if 'tis in my power 
Mention Felix's name only once in an hour. 
That my thoughts to the Indies no longer may roam. 
Let me talk to you now about matters at home j 
Your counfel may make our perplexity lefs. 
And finilh our odd tragi-coraic diftrefs. 
Firft tell me, and fpeak without any difguife, 
(Tho' I fancy I read all your thoughts in your eyes) 
What d'ye think of my CouHn ? 

MoRLEY. 
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MORLEY. 

Her graces indeed 
The glowing defcription of Felix exceed ; 
TJio' in praifwg her, oft he with pleafure h^s fmil'd 
Like a father defcribing his favourite child. 
For my part, I think (he is lavifljly Weft 
With thofe beauties by which the pure mind is expreft. 
That her heart is with truth and with tendcrnefs warir. 
That fweet fenfibility (hines in her form ; 
A form, on which no man his eye ever turned 
Without feeling his breaft in her welfare concern'd. 
'Tis the lot of fuch graces, wherever they dwell. 
None can fee their foft miftrefs and not wi(h her well. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Very gallantly faid, and the praife is her due — 
But how came her Lovers fo well known to you ? 

MORLEY. 

Her Lovers ! — dear Madam, I hope you're in jeft — 
Or if by their vows your fweet Friend is addrefr. 
Heaven grant, for the peace of her delicate mind. 
That her hand may be never to either refign'd ! 

Mrs. Felix. 
From my foul I affure you 1 join in your prayer $ 
But whence does it fpring ? 

MORLEY. 

I will freely declare, 
Thu' they're both men of fortune, fair birth, and good 

name. 
With figures that fet fome young nymphs in a flame ; 
Tho' at each, many ladies are reaJy to catch 
At what the world calls, a moft excellent match 5 
Yet, if I have read jour fair Coufin aright, 
A bofom fo tender, a fpirit fo briglit. 

Mud 
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Mud be wretched with fuch a companion for life. 
As each of thefe Lovers would prove to his Wife, 

Mks. Felix. 
You are right; but their charaders where could you 
know? 

MORLEY. 

I knew them at college a few years ago. 

Before, by a whimfical odd fort of fate. 

And fonic family loffes, too long to relate. 

In Europe my views of profperity ceas'd. 

And chance fent me forth to my friends in the Eaft. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Pray what fort of youths were ihele two modi lb men ? 

MORLBY. 

You now find them both what they feem'd to me then ; 
Two charaders form'd like mod young men offafliion, 
V/hofe cold felfifli pride is their fovereign palfion : 
In each, tho' they're men of opppfite turn, 
The fame heart-freezing vanity ftill you difcern. 
To indulge that dear vanity, each ftill difplays 
All the force cf his mind, tho' in different ways. 
Thence, in fpinning weak verfe Sapphic's toil never ends. 
And Dccifive ne'er ftops in deriding his friends ; 
Each equally fancies no nymph can refift 
His lips, which he thinks all the Graces have kill. 

Mrs. Felix. 

Perfedt knowledge of both your juft pidure has fhown ? 

The warmth of thefc Lovers diverts me I own^ 

Of conqueft each feenip to himfelf very clear, 

Andfeels from his rivals no diffident fear* 

'Tis eafy to fee from their fatisfied air. 

Each loves his own perfon much more than the Fair. 

By 
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But my poor gentle Coz wiflies both at a diflance ; 
And I want to contrive, by your friendly afliflance. 
To relieve her, and quietly fend them from hence 
Without the Knight*s knowledge. 

MORLEY. 

As neither wants fenfe, 
<2zn*t the Lady pronounce their difmilllon at once. 
Which none can miftake but an impudent dunce ? 

Mrs. Felix, 
This meafure feems eafy indeed at firfl: view ; 
But alas ! 'tis a meafure we dare not purfue. 
Our warm-hearted, whimfical, pofitive Knight, 
Allows not to woman this natural right ; 
And hence my young Friend, in a pitiful cafe. 
Knows not how to rejedt what ihe ne'er can embrace » 
For nothing her Uncle's refentment would fmother. 
Should (he baniQ} one fuitor, and not take the other. 

MORLEY. 

Then indeed I am griev'dfor theLady^s diftrefs* 
But how can I aid her ? 

Mrs. Felix. 

'Tis hard, I confefs. 
To a fudden retreat thh bold Pair to oblige. 
And make two fuch Heroes abandon a fiegc ; 
Yet I wi(h we could do it— and when they recede. 
The departure of both muft appear their own deed. 

MoRLEY, afterapaufe. 
Well — my friendfliip for you has fuggefted a fcheme. 

Mrs. Felix. 
''Tis a fervice our hearts will for ever efceem. 
But what is your projedt ? 
. Vol. hi. D Morley^ 
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MORLEY. 

Don't queftion me what. 
Left you think me a fool for too fimple a plot : 
•Tis fimple, and yet I would venture my life 
It will drive from thefe Beaus all the thoughts of a Wife ; 
And if my fcheme profpcrs, with joy Til confefs 
What a whimfical trifle produc'd our fuccefs. 

Mrs. Feliz« 
Well, keep your own fecret, if filence is bed ; 
Tho* a woman, for once I'll in ignorance reft. — 
Here comes our friend Sapphic — he feems in a flurry. 

MoRLEY. 

His ftep (hews indeed a poetical hurry. 

And we fliall be cail'd in as Goilips, fair neighbour. 

For by the Bard's buftle his Mufe is in labour. 

Enter Sapphic. 

Sapphic. 
Dear Ma'am ! may I afk you for paper and int. 
Left a fre(hy>« a^ejprit in oblivion fliould fink ? 
For when my free fancy has brought f jrth my verfe. 
My treacherous memory proves a bad nurfe. 

Mrs. Felix. 
■^ O pray ! for your Mufe let us rear her young chit, 
f\ ^'sFor the bantling no doubt muft have fpirit and wit ; 
At a cradle to hold it, I beg you'll take that, 

(giving him a paper, ) 
And your Friend here will aid you in drefling the Brat } 
At a rite fo important I merit no place. 
And I beg to withdraw while you're wafliing its face. 

\Exit. 

Safphic 
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Sapphic. 
That's a charming gay Creature — luxuriant and young — 
But I've loft half a ftanza — the deuce take her tongue ; — 
Let me fee — let me fee if I can't recoHedt it. — 
''Tis done; — and now, Morley, pray hear orin^edit. 

MORI.EY. 

The Poet himfelf his own verfe ihould recite, 

Sapphic. 
You're a fenfiblc fellow — your maxim is right. 
(Reads.) 
** Thy old Arcadia, Pan, refign, 
** For this more rich retreat: 
*' A fairer nymph here decks thy (hrine i 
^ Be this thy fav'rite feat." 
Well, my Friend, won't this bring the old God out of 
Greece ? 

Morley. 
Aye, and make good Sir Nicholas give you his Niece* 

Sapphic. 
Yes,, I fancy this (lanza will make the Girl mine* 

Morley. 
What Poet can wi(h for a prize more divine ? 
J give you much joy on your conqueft, my Friend ; 
Yet the eyes of regret on your nuptials I bend. 
And grieve in refleAing, that conjugal joy 
Your poetical harveft of Fame muft deftroy. 

"Sapphic 
What the deuce do you mean ? 

Morley. 

To thofe great works adieu 
Which the world nowexpedls with impatience from you. 
D 2 ^Vt 
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The Poet when bleft can no more be fublime. 
And a chill matrimonial mud ftrike thro* his rhyme* 

Sapphic. 
You're miftaken, dear Do6lor — connubial delight 
Will give a new zed to each poem I write ; 
And you^il fee fuch produdions ! — 

MORLEY. 

'Tis true, now and then 
Polemics by marriage have quicken'd their pen. 
A Dutch Critic I know, by the aid of his Wife, 
Made a book and a child every year of his life. 
But total feclufion from Venus and Bacchus, 
Is, you know, to the Bard recommended by Flaccus. 
'Tis a work that your country will take great delight in : 
But confider, my Friend, when you're deep in heroics. 
As Poets have not all the patience of Stoics, 
How you^ll grieve to be check'd in the flow of your 

verfe. 
By a young fqualling child and an old fcolding nurfe ; 
E'en the qualms of }Our Lady may drive from your 

brain 
Fine thoughts that you ne'er can recover again ; 
Refledl how you'll feel^ with fuch hopes of fucceeding. 
If your Mufe (hould mifcarry becaufe your Wife's breed- 
ing. 

Sapphic 
Egad, in that cafe I (hould think my fate h^rd, 

MoRLEY. 

I myfelf have beheld an unfortunate Bard, 
Who his nails for a rhyme unfuccefsfully bit. 
When family cares had extinguilh'd his wit. 
With many. who fmg in the Mufe's full choir. 
It would do them no mifchief to muffle their lyre ; 

But 
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But for you, whom the Nine, with a tender prefage. 
Are prepar'd to proclaim the firft Bard of our age 1 
for you, who of Tafte are the favourite theme — 

Sapphic^ 
Yes, I think I ftand high in the public efleem. — 

MoRLEr. 
For you, I Ihould grieve if domeftic delight 
On your fair rifing laurels fhould fall as a blight. 
*Ti8 the pride of great minds whom the Mufes inflame^ 
To facrifice joy on the altar of Fame ; 
Your palTion's renown — ot this Girl are you fonder?— 
On this delicate point I raufk leave you to ponder ; 
Confidcr it, while I attend the old Knight. [Exif* 

Sapphic alone (after a paufe, ) 
By Jove, I believe ray friend Morley is right. 
Thou, Fame, art my Miftrefs \ to win thee I fing. 
This Girl, tho* (he's handfome, is but a dull thing. 
•Tis clear, whenfoe'er I a poem rehearfe. 
That flje has no relilh for elegant verfe. — 
Her fortune indeed would be rather convenient. 
But the glorious to roe is before the expedient. 
Egad I'd quit Venus herfelf, if I knew 
That the fyfteiu t>f Morley was certainly true. 
I don't think the Girl to Decifiye inclin'd \ 
But here comes her Maid, who may tell me her mii^d. 

{Enter Jenny.) 
My good little Jenny, you're trufty and true. 
And your Miftrefs, I know, tells her fecrets to you. 
What you know, to a friend you may fafely impart,^ 
And give me a perfeft account of her heart : 
Pray how do I ftand in your Lady's regard ? 

D 3 Jenny, 
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Jenny. 
Now*s my time to be even with this faucy Bard, {afide.}. 
To be fure, Sir, the tafte of my Lady is odd. 
But poetry moves her no more than a clod. 

Sapfhic. 
' What ! no relifli for rhyme ! — Does (he never repeat 
The foft little fonnets Tve laid at her feet ? 

Jenny. 
AB, Sir! would my Miftrefs were once of my mind^ 
(For I read all the verfea of yours that I find) 
But my Lady*8 fo cruel (he thwarts my de(irey 
And to hide them from me throws them into the fire» 

Safphic. 

She*s a fool — (be*8 a fool (^aftai\ — I (bould have a fine 

life. 
With fuch a profaic dull jade of a wife.^ 

Jenny* 

But, my good Sir, I hope you wfll not be dejeded, 
I could tell you by whom all your wit is reipeded. 
There's a heart upon which you have made fuch im* 

prefCon— 
But I mail not betray her by my indifcretiona 

Sapphic* 
Whom d'ye mean, my good Jenny ? come^ tell me, my 
dear. 

Jenny. 
You would make a bad ufe of the fecret I fear. — 
Now I hope I (hall lead the Bard into a fcrape, (a^de.} 
For he bites like a Gudgeon, and cannot elcape. 

Sapphic* 
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Sapphic. 
Come, '(ay who's in love with me — if (be is fair, 
Vil not leave die dear creature, I vow, to defpain 

Jenny. 

lud ? I proteft (be is coming this way ; 
But I did not intend her regard to betray. 

1 mufl fl) «— but I beg that you'll not be too free. \^Exit» 

Sapphic. 
Madam Felix !— I thought (he was partial to me. 
EnUr Mrs Felix. 

Mrs. Felix. 
May I enter without incommoding the Mufc ? 

Sapphic. 
By a queftion like this your own charms you abufe. 
Thofe eyes, my dear Madam, were form'd, I ppofefs. 
To infpirit a Poet, and not to deprefs j 
From your prefence he furely muft catch infpiration, 

Mrs. Felix, 
A very poetical fine Glutation ! 
But I ferioufly beg, if you're bufy with rhyme. 
That you will not allow me to take up your time. 
As l*m not Selma, you're free from rellridtion. 
And may tell me plain truths, unembelliih'd with fidtion^ 

Sapphic 
Then T fwear, my dear Creature, I fwear by this hand. 
That I feel as I touch it my genius expand ; 
That yoar lips — O by Jove ! he's a madman or booby. 
Who roves to the Indies for diamond or ruby ; 
And each vein in my heart his ftrange folly condemns. 
Who leaves t'lefc more bright and more exquifite gems. 

D 4 Sweet 
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Sweet Fair f let me keep, while their richnefs I praife^ 
The cold damp of neglcdl from o*erclouding their rays. 
(IVtile Mr. Sapphic kijfet Mrs. Felix with great 
ijehemencey Jenny enters UHpercei^ed,J 
Jenny. 
O ho I — have I caught you j impertinent Poet t 
This is more than I hop'd for — my Mafter (hall know it. 

[Exit. 
Mrs. Fblix^ 
Good God ! Mr.. Sapphic, what frantic fUufiqn 
Has produc*d this ridiculous fcene of confufion ? 
All Poets are Quixotes in love^ I am told > 
And the truth of the adage in you 1 behold. 
As the Knight once miftook an old mill for a giant# 
Your fenfe as diforderM^ your fincy as pliant. 
Takes me for my Coufin — your lovc*8 ebullition 
I only can pardon on this fuppofition. 
I fain would fuppofe that no infult was meant. 
Nor believe you could think, what I ought to refent. 

Sapphic 
O ! talk not of anger with lips that infpire 
The ftrongeftfenfationofrapturpus fire. 
That with love's fweet convulfions (hake every nerve J 
O f think not that I your refentment dcfcrve ; 
Becaufe my warm heart, thus engrofs'd by y our charmsji 
Is ambitious of filling thefe dear empty arras. . 
No, let me while balking beneath your bright eye. 
The place of a thanklefs deferter fupply ; 
And in this melting breaft kindle ecftacy's flame. 
Which Nature defign'd for lb glowing a frame. 
' Mrs. Felix. 

Away, Sir ! and fince in your fondling infanity 
You rejeft the excufe which I formM for your vanity. 

My threats mull inform you— 

Sapphici 
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Sapphic. 
O ! frown not, fweet Creature ( 
Let not wrath fpoil the charm of thy every feature. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Regain you your fenfe — from my wrath you are free. 
Which fliould not be rais'd by a being like thee ; 
Begone then !—;-my pardon in vain you'll implore. 
If you dare on this fubjedl to breathe a word more. 

Sapphic 
Words> indeed, my warm fair one, by Nature's coirfef- 

fion. 
For the love that I feel, are no proper expreffion : 
The foul's fond intent in foft murmurs fliould fwellf. 
And kifles explain what no language can telL 
Ye Gods, how luxuriant ! 

Mrs. Felix. 

Away ! quit my arm !' 
Or my cries in an inflanc the houfe fliall alarm. 

Sapphic 
Provoking fweet Creature !r— indulge my fond paflion ;v 
Come, come, don't I know you're a woman 01 fctfhion ? 
Your coynefs, I've heard, you can foraetimes give over;; 
And I'm fure you're too wife to be true to a rover. 
Befides, I have learnt, that with partial regard 
You have caftakind eye on your ill-treated Bard. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Away ! thou vain coxcomb ! nor^ bafe as thou art,, 
Infuk the bright Lord of fo loya| a.heart ; 
Begone I — L abhor tfeeer-^aay pe/fp^^ releafe ! — 

Sir Nicholas, entering. 
s it thus, my young Sir, you pay court to my Niece f ' 
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Sapphic. 
Confufion ! What devil has fent the old Knight I 

Sir Nicholas. 
How dare you, pert Stripling, almoft in my fight 
To infuit a chafte Female that's under my roof? — 
But finc^ of your bafenefs you give me fuch proof. 
You ihall feel it repaid by a proper corredion. 

Sapphic (afide,) 

Deuce take this perverfe and unlucky detection r 
I wifh I had wifely, as Morley had taught me, 
RenouncM that jade Venus before he thus caught mcf* 
What cxcufe can I make Wra ? — {To Sir Nicholas) Mf 

dear worthy Sir, 
Tho' I now feem moft juftly your wrath to incur^ 
Yet as you grow cool, your opinion will vary,, 
You will not refent fuch an idle vagary,. 
A mere romping frolic — 

Sir. Nicholas.. 

A frolic, d'ye fay f 
Then a frolic of mme fhall your frolic repay. 
Call our Servants to punifli this frolicfbme Spark,. 
They (hall drag himacrofs the new pond va the park^ 

Sappric {qfide.y 
♦Tis what he can*^t mean — yet his countenance fuch is^ 
I wifli from my foul I was out of his clutches.; — 

(,n Sir Nicholas.) 
Dear Sir, I afTure you, Pm gtiev'd beyond meafure 
That I thus have awaken* d your furious difpleafure i. 
When calmer— 

Sir 
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Sm Nicholas. 
Young Man, I am not in- a fury,. 
A fentence more juft never came from a jury ; 
Such frolics as yours have Old England difgracM : 
In High Life let them flourilh as Fafhion and Tafte. 
To thofe wantpn young fellows 1 am not fevere. 
Who attack the loofe Wife of a vain gambling Peer- 
My Lady whole Lord waftesat Hazard the night. 
May plead to more generous pleafures fome right ) 
I care nor how each keeps their conjugal oath. 
Since honour and peace mud be Grangers to both. 
But when a brave Soldier,^ pure Glory's tru« Ion,. 
Ennobled with laurels laboriouOy won j 
When Hiking in far diftant climates his life. 
To his Country he leaves a fair innocent Wife ^^ '■ ' 
Accurft be the man^ who, to Friendfliip unjuft. 
Fails to gjuard as his foul this^ mod delicate truft ; 
Or to puniih thofe Fops who infult her chade beauty,* 
And'rnvite her to fwerve from her honour and duty. 
Of the doom that I think to fuch Libertines due^ 
I will give to the world an example in you, 
Ourold Englifh difcipline. Ducking, byname^- 
Shall atone for your outrage,, by quenching your, flamci- 
Here I William and John- — 

Mas,. Felix^ 

For my fake, I ihtrcat- 
That you will hot, dear Sir, this rough vengeance com* 
pleat. 

Sir Nicholas, 
By Jupiterj Coufio,. to make him lefs fond. 
He (hall croak out his love to the frogs of our pond. — 
Here, William I tell Jack after Stephen.to (kip. 
And tell the old Huntfman to come with his whip,. 
Then wait all together around tlie hall door. 
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-Sapphic. 
O mercy, dear Sir ! I your meicy implore. 
You will not deftroy me ? 

Sir Nicholas. 

No, only corredl. 
And teach you a brave Soldier's Wife to re^pefl. 

Mivs. Feli^ 
Yet thiflk^. my dear Coufin, yet think, (ottttj 6ike^ 
What a noife tliis ridiculous matter will make. 
You know that my Felixes nature is fuch. 
He don't vfUh his Wife to be talked of too much ;. 
His honour and quiet let us make our care. 
And. bury ii^ fikncc this foolifli affair : : 
Perhaps in my aiaaaers too eafy and gay. 
My levijt.y led the young Poet aftray. 

Sir Nicholas. 
Nb,. lio I my good Creature, you muft not arraigfu 
Your innocent felf in a bufmels fo plain i 
Belides, his offence by this plea cannot (ink. 
For they are the worft of all puppies that think 
£acl^ woman's a wanton who is not precife. 
And that chfccrfulnefs muft be the herald of vice.. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Howe*er this may be — as he's now all repentance,, 
learneftly beg^a repeal of your fentence.. 

Sapphic 
Dear Ma'am I adore you fur thw interceflion ;■ 
And I trull the good Knight will forgive my tranfgreffion*^ 

Sir NtcHOLAs. 
Well, Sir, as beyond your defert you're befriended 
By that virtue which you have fo grofsly offended. 

You 
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You are free to depart •, but remember, young Swain, 
That you ne'er touch the Wife of a Soldier again. 

Sapphic. 
If I do, may I die by the wind of a ball f 
Heaven blefs you, good Folks, and this fociable hall ! 
Since my amorous folly your friendfbip thus lofes. 
My amours ihall henceforth be confinM to the Mufes. 

[Exit.. 
Mrs. Felix. 

I thank you, dear Sir,, and rejoice in my heart 
That in fafety you've fuffer'd this Youth to depart- 

Sir Nicholas^ 
By Jupiter, Coz^, I had cool'd your warm Poet, 
Had I not been afraid all our neighbours might knoV it^. 
And make you the fubjed of fuch conversion 
As I think your nice Colonel would hear with vexation.. 
Then, (ince for your fake I have let the Bard go. 
Come and aid me to fettle all matters below : 
That my anxious cares in her comfort may ceafe,. 
I'm refolv'd young Decifive fliall marry my Niece.. 
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ACT IIL 

SCENE I. 
Enter Mrs. Felix and Selina. 






w. 



Mrs. Felix. 



ELL, n\ydear, what d*ye think ofour medical 
Friend 
Whom the letters of Felix fo highly commend? 
If my gratitude does not my judgment mi flead^ 
He*s the man in the world who- with you might facceed v 
Tho* gentle, yet manly, tho' bafhfol^ police. 
Are you not half in love ? 

Selina. 

Yes, indeed, at firft ^\^ T— 
His (fer\'ice to you on my heart \i engrav'd. 
And 1 love him, I own, for the life he has fav*d. 
To win me perhaps he might not find it hard. 
So efteem'd as he is by the friends I regard ; 
But I fancy fuch thoughts will not enter hb brain r 
And for my part, inftead of attracting a Swain, 
I only Ihall think, as they heartily vex me. 
Of cfcapingfrom thofe who already perplex me. 

Mrs^ Felix. 
O mafcc yourfelf eafy, I pray, on that head v 
In the deeped difgrace the poor Poet is fled. 
And I truft that the Critic will focm (hare his fate. 
Come with me — i've a moft curious talc to relate. 
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Let us haftc — I pereeive that Decifive is near. 
In whofe prelent dircourle I would not interfere. 

Enter Decifive and Morley^ 

Decisive.. 
Sq while in the grove I was cooly proje6ling 
New plans for the temple the Knight is erediing,. 
Our Poet, addicted to amorous (in. 
Grew a little too fond of the Ladies within : 
But difcoverj happened his paflion to damp : 
And this is the caufe of his hade to decamp. 

MORLEY. 

The old Knight, I believe,, fuch refcntmenf expTef8*d& 
As quickenM the fpced of his fugitive gueft ; 
On Terror's fwift wing he is certainly flown^ 
And as he has retreated, the field is your own^ 

Decisive.. 
As^ a rival I had not much fear of poor Sapphic ;. 
Bad rhyme's current coin in mod amorous traffic,^ 
But would not pafs here. 

MORLBY*^ 

1 think not in your vicw^. 
As it finds fuch a critical touchftone in you. 
The Poet's difmiflion youc triumph enfbre^,. 
And the prize, my good Friend,.is now certainly yours ^^ 
A prize^ that wejuftly may call very great, 
A lovely fweet Girl with a noble eflate.^ 

D.£CISIVE.> 

The Girl's very well, but knows nothing oflife ; 
It will coft me fome paint to new model my Wife i . 

But 
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But I think file will gladly receive my correftion," 
And my wealthy old Kinfman approves the oonnedion. 

{Coughs.) 

Mo RLE Y. 

YouVe a cough, my good Friend. 
Decisive. 

Yes, a trifling one : Hem f 
Have you got any Indian prefcriplion for pKlegai } 

MoRLEY. 

Believe me, that cough is no trifling affair i- 

It calls, I affure you, for caution and care. 

With regret I point out fo unpleafant a truth. 

But your conftitution I've icnown from your youth}. 

Your he£tic appearance I fee with concern. 

As I know, with your frame if health takes fuch a tuni,. 

The lead indifcretion your life may deftroy. 

The flighted excefs in diverfion and joy ; 

Even thofe tender cares, which on life's pureil plan 

Muft belong to the ftate of a Family Man, 

May lead to difeafe from which art cannot fave,. 

And rapidly hurry you into the grave. . 

*Twere better this courtfliip of your's fliould mifcarry,. 

For you'll certainly die in fix months if you marry. 

Decisive. 
Are you ferious, dear Doftsr ? 

Morley. 

By fuch a fad end 
I lately have loft a poor good-humour'd friend. 
You remember Jick Dangle at College, no doubt ; 
He wa9 jufl: of your age,- and a little mpre (lout ; 
He, with otjier fages> left Weflfminfter Hall 
To teach Englilh law to the flavcs of Bengal. 

But 
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But Jack, in his new chamber-pradlice at leaft. 
Too eagerly foUowM the rules of the Eaft. 
A bad cough enfu*d, much like yours in its (bund — 

(Decilive coughs,) 
Good God \ I could fwear 'twas poor Jack under ground, 
*Tis his tone fo exadtly, fepulchral and hollow ! 
The fyftem he flighted I hope you will follow. 
With pains in his brcaft he was (harply tormented % 
But as he at firft to my guidance confented. 
Some time my ftridt regimen kept him alive. 
Poor Dangle once more was beginning to thrive % 
And had he fome months in my plan pcrfever'd. 
On the earth at this moment he might have appearM 1 
But chance threw a pretty white girl in his way. 
And eager for marriage, fond Jack would not ftay : 
In vain I conjur'd him to wait half a year. 
And fljew'd him the danger he ran very clear. 
He thought the remains of his cough but a triHe, 
And being unable his paflion to ftifle. 
He took his fair wife j — but, alas ! the vile cough 
Encreas'd every day till it carried him off ! 

DECiSIVE. 

I don't recoUe£t any pain in my brcaft. 

But I feel. a ftrange tightnefs juft now in my chcft;. 

MORLEY. 

How's your ftomach ? 

Decisive. 
I've nothing to fear on that fcorCt 

MORLEY. 

Do you eat as you did ? 

Decisi VB, 

Yes, I think rather more. 

MoRLEY* 
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MORLEY. 

That ravenous hunger's the thing that I dreads 
How d'ye fleep ? 

Decisive. 
All the time that 1 pafs in my bed- 

MoRLEY. 

Indeed ! — I don't like fo lethargic a flumber. 

Dficisivt. 

Why! my Friend I ofgoodfymptomf thrfcnmkintfce 
number. 

MoRLEY. 

Alas I you may call them all good if you pleafe. 

By that title you only confirm your difeafc> 

In which tho* the patient declines very faft. 

He for ever will flatter himfclf to the laft. 

Believe me, your fymptoms are rather alarming^ 

Yet your prefent diforder there is not much harm fn. 

If you can but abftain, with a fpirit refign'd. 

From all that may harrafs youi body or mind. 

To a different climate I wilh youM repair, 

And for one Winter breathe a lefs changeable air. 

Spend a Chriftmas at Naples, and when you relura 

You may marry without any anxious concern. 

But you're now at that critical period of life 

When, in fuch frames as yours, nature feels an odd ftrife. 

And, if quiet does not all her fundions befriend. 

The ibort earthly fcene on a fudden will end. 

On a point fo important you'll pardon my freedom. 

Decisive. 
Your cautions oblige me, I feel tjzat I need 'em. 
For in truth I am growing as thin as a rabbit. 
And there's fomething confumptive I know in my habif . 

My 
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My Father died foon after taking a Wife, 

And coughM out his^ foul when I junipM into life t 

I fuppofe I am going. 

MORLET. 

Take courage, my Friend ; 
On your own prudent conduct your life will depend.^ 
If you take but due care for two years, I'll eogage 
You will (land a fair chance for a healthy old age. 
Nor would I advife you this Girl to refufe, 
A diflant attachment your mind will amufe ; 
And, no doubt, for a man of your fortune and figure 
She will wait till your health has recovered its vigour* 

Decisive- 
I can part with the Girl without feeling a chafm 
In my heart ; that will (hake with no amorous fpafm s 
For, to tell you the truth, my old rich Uncle Cob 
Is more eager than I for this marrying job. 
By this fcheme the old Blade is fupremely delighted^. 
Becaufe two large manors may thus be united : 
But when of his park Tve extended the bound. 
It will do me fmall good if I (ink under gr6und } 
And Tm not fuch a fool in thei]b projects of pel^ 
To humour my friends and endanger myfelf. 

MORLEY. 

Indeed I'd not wed for an old Uncle's whim ; 

But here comes our Knight, I (hall leave you withhim^ 

As I think you've fome delicate points to adjufl* 

Decisive (alone.) 
I'm in no hafte to (leep with my Aa^jftor's duft* 
'Tis wifer my weak conftitution to fave. 
Than to marry, and fo travel poil to the grave. 
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Enter Sir Nicholas. 

Sir Nicholas. 
Come, give me your hand, and rejoice, my youn^ 

Neighbour, 
You're the man that's to order the pipe and the tabor \ 
And by Jove we'll all dance on fo joyous a day; 
Your wedding, dear Dick, (hall be fpecdy and gay } 
For your Rival is gone with our fcrious difpleafure. 
And I give to your wifhes my young lovely Treasure— 
A treafure fliC is, thu' the Girl n ray Niece ; 
Heaven grant ye long years of affection and peace ! 
And a fine chopping Boy ere the end of the firft— 
Remember that I am to fee the rogue nurs'd. 
Go, happy young dog, go and feal mih. a kifs^ 
And teach the old hall to re-echo your blifs. 
As I know on this match what Sir Jacob in tends. 
And we can fo well truft each other as friends. 
Short contra^s will anfwer as well as the beft. 
Our lawyers at leifure may finifh the reft* 
I know all fufpenfe in fuch cafes is hard. 
And you (ball not, I fwear, from your blifs be debarM, 
While o'er acres of parchment they're crawling like fnails. 

Dkcisiyb. 

Dear Sir, upon weighing in Reafon's juft fcales 
Your very great favours and my weak preten(ion, 
I find I'm unworthy of fuch condef cenfionj 
And muft, C/ith regret, the high honour refign. 
Which I once vainly thought might with juiiice be mine. 

Sir Nicholas. 
Hey-day ! what does all this formality mean? 
Why, Dick ! has the Devil po(fefs'd you with fpleen ? 

Or 
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Or has Love made your mind thus with diffidence fore ? 

Falfe modefty ne'er was your foible before. 

You think you're unworthy ! — the thought is fo new. 

That I hardly can tell what to fay or to do. 

If you love the good Girl full as much as you faid, 

1 think you have very juft claims to her bed ; 

But if your mind's changed, and you feel your love 

lighter, 
•Tis better to fay fo, than marry and flight her : 
And if this be the cafe. Sir, you have your releafe; 
For altho' I am ^ager to marry my Niece, 
The' I'm partial to you, yet I beg you to note. 
That I don't want to cram her down any man's throat. 

Decisive. 

Vm truly convinced of the Lady's perfeflion. 

And 't would pleafe me, dear Sir, to preferve the con» 

nedtion, 
Tho' now, by particular reafons, I'm led 
To rcvifit the Continent once ere I wed. 
In the time of my abfence I can't be exad; 
But in what form you pleafe I will freely contract. 
In the courfe of two years to receive as ray Wife-:— 

Sm Nicholas. 
Do you mean to infult me, you Puppy? Od's-lifc! 
Ere I'd tie my dear Giri to fo filly a Fop 
For life, I'd condemn her to trCindle a mop. 
And let me advife you, young man, for the future. 
To know your own mind ere you go as a fuitor. 

Decisive. 
I perceive. Sir, my prefence grows irkfome to you. 
And you'll therefore allow me to bid you adieu. 

Sm 
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Sir Nicholas. 
Your departure, indeed, I don't wifli to reftraiu. 
And have little concern when I fee you again. 

\_Exu Decifive. 

Sir Nicholas tf/^«^. 

^^^)at can make this pert Puppy recede from his fuit? 
My fair Coufin and he have Icaxce had a difpute j 
She would hardly affront him on purpofe to vex me !— 
Here flie come« to explain all the points that perplex mC' 

Enter Mks. Felix. 
Wdl, Coufin, my fchcme for a wedding's fufpended. 
The Beaux are both gone, and their court(hip is ended 
With an airfo niyflerious Decifive withdraws, 
I a little fufped^ you'' re concernM as the caufe: 
Confefs, have you had any words with this Youth ? 

Mxs. Felix. 

Not T, my dear Sir, on my honour and truth. 
But Tm ready to own that the news you impart, 
Withlurprize and with pleafure enlivens my heart. 
I think your fweet Niece has a lucky. efcape : 
I would almofi: as foon fee her m irry an ape 
As her union with one cf thefe Coxcombs behold; 
The Bard is too wflrm, and the Critic to cold. 

Sm Nicholas. 

I find that they are not fuch Lad^ as I thought 'em; 
The World all the word of its fafliions has taught 'em: 
And the World is indeed at a very fine pafs. 
When fuch Puppies infult fo attradtive a Lafs. 
YoungFellows of fortune now think it hard duty 
To pay a chafte homage to Virtue and Beauty. 

But 
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Butl'II leave thefe poor Fops to their own vile caprice. 
And foon find a much fitter match for my Niece^ 
Odier orders of men for a huftand TU fearch. 
And I think I can fettle my Girl in the Church. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Lord, Coufml I thought you detefted the Cloth! 

Sir. Nicholas. 

Our Reftor, I own, often kindles my wrath j 

But all Parfons are not like my neighbour, old Squab- 
ble, 

Who has learnt ftom his geefe both to hifs and to gobu 
ble. 

We have in our neighbourhood three young Divines, 

And each I believe, to Selina inclines. 

Our Bifliop's fmart Nephew deftrves a fweet Wench, 

He himfelf in due time may be rais'd to the Bench ; 

With him I (bould like very well to unite her ; 

And if he hereafter (hould rife to the Mitre, 

Then perhaps we together may bring to perfedlion 

A much-wanted plan for the Church's corredtion. 
Mrs. Felix. 

A very fine fcheme which you'll manage, no doubt ! 
Sir Nicholas. 

More wonderful things I have known brought about ; 

And tho* my firft plan, as you fee, has mil'carried, 

I'm refolv'd that my Niece (hall be fpeedily married. 

m unite the good Girl to a Priefl, if I'm able ; 

For the young Olive Branch never fails at his table. 

There is one I prefer— but to leave the Girl free, 

I allow hex to make a fair choice of the Three : 

I fhaU 
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I (ball therefore invite the whole group to the hall. 
And rU now go and make her write cards to them all. 

[Exit. 
Mrs. Felix alo/te. 

What a wonderful creature is this worthy Knight ! 
To make others happy is all his delight f 
Yet, mi fled by ibme wild philanthropic illufion. 
He's for ever involvM in odd fcenes of confuiion. 
'Tis well that our Critic has made his iaft bow, 
I rejoice he's removM, and I long to know how, 

\ Enter Motley. 

MORLEY. 

Thank my ftars, my dear Ma'am, Pve difpatchM your 

commiilion ; 
Your fweet Friend is, I hope, in a tranquil condi- 
tion : 
• From her two irkfome Lovers fhe now is relieved. 

Mrs. Felix. 
And I'm dying to know how all this was atchievM, 
Come tell me, good Creature, how could you effeft 
it? 

MoRLEY, 

By a project fo fimple you'd never fufpeft it : 

I have banifh'd both Swains, by declaring a Wife 

Would rob one of glory, and t'other of life. 

I perfuaded the Bard his poetical fame 

Could never exift with a conjugal flame : 

Hence he grew with your charms fo licentioufly free. 

But forgive me this ill which I could not forefee. 

Decifive, more wifely, abandons the Fair 

To make his own lungs his particular care, 

Miis,. 
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Mrs. Felix. 

What ! on fuch points as thefe have they taken your • 
word? 

MORLEY. 

Dear Madam ! mankind credit things moft abfurd. 
When they come from the mouth of a medical man ; 
Hence Mountebanks never want (kill to trepan. 
The extent of our empire indeed there's no feeing. 
When we adl on the fears of a true feltifli being. 

Mrs. Felix. 
How fimple foever the means you've employed. 
You have remedy'd ills by which we were annoy'd. 
Having thus clear'd the fcene from each troublefome 

Lover, 
Can you not for the Nymph a fit Hulband difcover ? 
You fee how (he's preft by her Uncle to wed. 
Who ne'er quits a fcheme he once takes in his head. — 
Suppofe her kind fancy (hould lean towards you. 
Is your heart quite as free as I'm fare 'twould be 

true ? 
Is it not pre-engag'd ? 

MORLEY. 

As in mirth's fportive fally 
It pleafes you thus a poor pilgrim to rally. 
Your good nature I know will forgive mc if I 
To your pleafantry make a too lerious reply. 
'Tis my maxim to fpeak, whatfoe'er be the theme. 
With a heart undifguis'd to the friends I efteem : 
Had I all India's wealth, 'twould be ray inclination 
To offer it all to your lovely Relalipn. 
Vol. III. E But 
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But fuppofiiig it pofTible you could be willing 

To unite her v/ith one who is fcarce worth a ihil^ 

ling ; 
Believe me, dear Madiim, my pride is too great 
To wiih her to floop to my humble eftate. 

• Mrs. Felix. 

Such pride, tho' it refts upon no ftrong foundation. 

Is noble, I own, and deterves admiration. 

I call it ill-founded, becaufe, in my mind. 

If there's fortune enough for a couple when jomM, ' 

If talents and worth are by each duly Ihar'd, 

if in all other points they are equally pair'd. 

And mutual regard mutual merit enhiinces, 

It fignifies not which fupply'd their finances. 

MORLEY. 

Your pardon — how often when fortune's unequal. 
Gay weddings produce a moft turbulent fequel ? 
But could I once hope your fweet Coufin to gain. 
How many things are there fuch hopes to reilrain ? 
Suppofe your dear Colonel, my moll noble Friend, 
Whom fuccefs to your arms may more fpeedily lend ! 
Suppofe, having clos'd the bright work he has plan'd. 
His return from the Eaft he Ihould haflen by land ; 
Suppofe him arriv'd, with what face could I meet 
The man whom my heart fbould exultingly gieet. 
If he found me attempting, in fpite of my ftation. 
To wed, tko* a beggar, your wealthy Relation ? 

Mrs. Felix. 

From thefe words, my dear Friend, which I almoft 

adore. 
And ^ few (lighter hints that efcap'd you before, 

I have 
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I have caught a quick hope, which is fraught with de- 
light. 
That I foon (hall be bleft with my Felix's fight : 
I begin to fufpedl he's in England already ; 
I perceive that you can't keep your countenance fteady. 
" With hk ufual attention his love has reflected 
How my poor fooliih nerves by furprife are affefted ; 
And left they (hould fail me beyond all revival. 
Has fent you to prepare for his wifti'd-for arrival. 
Am I right in my guefs ? Is he not very near ? 
Could I truft my own heart, I fhould think Felix here* 

Colonel Felix, entering. 
Sweet Foreboder, behold him reftor'd to your arms. 
Mrs. Felix. 

my Felix ? this tranfport overpays all alarms. 
Thus to fee thee reftor'd, and ennobled with fdroe^ 
In what words fhall affeftion thy wckoroe proclaim ? 

Colonel. 
My Love ! my beft Tieafure I than glory more dear ! 
The blifs of this meeting, which fliines in thy tear. 
That we owe to this Friend let us never forget. 

Morley. 
My ^^^^ *n ^^ tranfport o'erpays all the debt. — 
.. But, Colonel, your fondnefs has traveird full fpeed, 
^^: And has not allow'd me the time you agreed. 

Colonel* 

1 meant not, indeed, to have join'd you to-day. 
But I found Love forbade my intended delay. 

Morley. 
Well, my duty is done, now you happily xneet i 
-Heaven blefs you together-— 
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Mrs. Felix. 

Stay, ftay, I entreat; 
You muft not go yet ; and before you depart 
I will open to Feiix the fcheaie of my heart. 

S £ L I N A ( behind the fee tie , ) 
Indeed, Sir, I never can write fuch a card. 

Sir Nicholas {^behind the fcene,) 
Then you'll forfeit at once my paternal regard ! 

Colonel. 
Hey-day ! in the houfe 1 much fear fomething*s wrong. 
As Sir Nicholas talks in a language fo flrong. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Does he know you are here ? 

Colonel. 

No, my Dear, I think not, 
Unlefs he the tidings from Jenny has got ; 
She alone faw me come, and without much ado 
Mod kindly diredled me where to find you. 

Mrs. Felix. 
They are coming this way — let's withdraw all together. 
And contrive how to turn this loud dorm to fair wea- 
ther. lExeunt. 
Enter Sir Nicholas and Selina. 
Sir Nicholas. 
I infift on your writing fuch cards to them all ! 

Selina. 
Dear Uncle, I beg you'll this order recall. 
You know your commands I much wilh to obey; 
But refledt on this matter what people will fay : 
You're fo eager to marry your Niece, they will fwear. 
That you hawk her about juft like goods at a fair. 

Sir 
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Sir Nicholas. 
Well, my Dear, let 'em fay fo, and PIl fay (6 too. 
For your fimile proves what a Guardian (hould do. 
He who wants to difpofe of a tender young maid. 
May take a good hint from the gingerbread trade : 
If he has any fenfe, 'twill be ever his plan 
V To part with foft paftry as foon as he can ; 
For egad an old maid is like old harden*d pafle, 
Yju may cry it about, but nobody will tafte. 
Come, do aJJ 1 bid you, and take up your pen. 

Selina. 

' Lord, Sir f it ^ ill feem very odd to thefe men ; 
You will make me appear in a horrible light ; 
I vow my hand (bakes fo, I never can write. 
Excufe me, dear Sir, from ,this bufinefs, pray do. 
And let me live fingle for ever v\rith you. 

Sir Nicholas. 

All bufmefs where woman's concern'd, I believe, 
Muft partake of the curfe from our Grandmother Eve. 
All her Daughters the fteps of their Parent have fol- 

low'd r ' ^. , 

Contradj^ion, the core of the apple (he fwallow'd, 
la their veins (till fermenting new ills can produce. 
And all their blood feems Coloquintida juice. 
You frowarJ crofs Baggage ! )our word fljould I lake. 
And bid you live fingle five jears for my fake. 
Of the barbarous Uncle you'd quickly complain. 
Who from Nature's juft ri^ht a young Girl wou'd re- 
train \ 

Selina. 
Indeed, Sir, I fhould not. j 

E 3 Sir 
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Sir Nicholas. 

I tell you, you wou'd. 
Prom perverfenefs alone you oppofe your own good. 
*Tis only to thwart me, becaule I defire 
To fee you well fettled before I expire. 
That you now with your foft hypocritical carriage, 
AfFeft to have no inclination to marriage. 
But you'll never contrive, tho' your tongue may be 

nimble, 
To convince me your heart i» as cold as your thimblcr 
1 know of what ftufF froward damfcls are made. 
The Guardian muft force you who cannot perfuade. 
That you*ll like a good huiband, I never can doubt i 
And married you (ball be before the month's out. 
Or at lead your kind Uncle no more you (hall teaze. 
But may e*en go to Rome and turn Nun if you plcafe^ 

(Selina afiiie,) 
I have loft all the love he has Ihewn me for years ; 
If I ftrive to reply I fhall burft into tears. 

Sir Nicholas. 
Come, anfwcr me, Mifs I will you fcribble or not? 

Enter the Colonel, Mrs. Telix, and Motley. 
Colonel. 
My worthy old Friend, what can make you fo hot ? 

Sir Nicholas. 
Ha, Colonel f— you find me a little concern'd— 
But I'm heartily glad you are fafelf returned. 
Your arrival indeed is a welcome furprize, 
Tho' before you your fame a bright harbinger flies ; 
We have heard your fuccefs, and we all triumph in it. 

Colonel* 
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Coi.oNn.. 
1 traH: I am come in a fortunate niinute 
'Vo mdke all your prcfent embarrdfltnent ceafc, 
For I bring a young Hufuand, ray Frijud, (01 jour 
Niece. 

SiK Nicholas. 
EgaJ that'd well uid j and Tm lure ic's well meant 1 
And if he'a like you, he fball have my confent. 

Colonel. 
He has many more virtues, and juft as much wealth, 
And from India brings home both his morals and health. ^ 
Here, my Friefid, is the Min. — As I owe him my life, 
I wiib to prelent him fo lovely a Wife ; 
Half mj Fortune is his — here I freely declare it. 
And have only to hope that Selina may (hare it. 
I've regarded her long a.s a child of my own -, 
Nor can my afFedtion more truly be ibbwn. 
Than by wi(hing to place the dear Girl in the arms 
Of the friend whofe r^re virtues are worthy her charms. 

MORLEY. 

Dear generous Felix, I'm quite overcome. 
Thy Bounty is fuch, it ftrikes Gratitude dunib ! 

Colonel. 
This was ever, my Friend, my moft fettled intention. 
Though my very juft purpofe I chofe not to mention. 
From the hope I (hould find, what I gladly embrace, 
A moment from which it may borrow fome grace. 
When my gift its plain value may rife far above. 
By the aid it affords to the wilhes of Love ;^ 
And I own, as a prophet I'm proud of my art. 
Now I fee the eifedls of her charms on your teart. 

£ 4 MoRLEY. 
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MORLEY. 

Felix ? can I thus deprive thy free fpirit 
Of wealth, the reward of heroical merit ? 
Can I the victorious Commander defpoil 

Of what he has purchasM with danger and toil ? 
Should love and delight on thy prefent attend^ 

1 could never be happy in robbing a Friend* 
No, I ftill muft decline — 

Sir Nicholas. 

My dear Boy, fay no more i 
You're the match that I never could meet with before. 
I have long fought in vain for an heir to my mind, 
But all my foul wiflj'd, in your fpirit I find. 
You fhall fiot rob your Friend ofa fingle * Gold Moor, 
He can raife heirs enough to inherit his flore : 
To fuch men as himfelf let him hafte tc^give birth, 
And v^ith twenty young Felix's garnifh the earth. 
How trifling foever your fortune may be. 
From the Colonel's efteem, and the virtues I fee, 
I think yoii as noble a match for my Niece, 
As I could, had you brought home a new golden fleece: 
I have money enough, if you're rich in attedion. — 
As I always have talk'd of an equal connexion, 
. My neighbours, perhaps, may fuppofe my fight dim. 
Or nv)ck my wife choice as a generous whim : 
Let them ftudy v^rith zeal, which I hope may fucceed. 
Of their horfes and dogs to improve the beft breeds 
A ftudy more noble engrolfes my mind. 
To preferve the firft points in the breed of mankind : 
On the heart and the foul, as the firft points, I dwell. 
In thefe, my dear Children, you match mighty well ; 

* Ao Indian Coia. 

And 
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And I think human nature in debt to my care. 
For uniting two mortals who happily pair. 

Colonel. 

Your hand, my dear Knight, it is gloiioufly faid ! 

Sir Nicholas. 

By Juno we'll put the young Couple to bed! 
We'll have no dull dela}s. — 

Mrs. Felix* 

Now what fay you, my Dear, 
Are thefe orders for marriage too quick and fevere ? ^ 

MoRLF.Y, 

My amazement and gratitude both are extreme. 
But my voice feem? oppreft in a heavenly dream ; 
Though your kindnefs is greater than language can paintj^ 
I beg tiiis Lir lund may be free from conflraint. 

Sir Nicholas. 

From conHraint ! — Gad, if now (he afTeds to demur, 
I can tell htr ray wrath (he will fofar incur. 
She (hall go to a convent for life, or at leaft 
Be fent as a venture herftlf tp the Eaft. 

Sehka, 

M V Uncle I long have obey^d,^ and at prefent 
1 cannot complain his commands are unpleafant: 
Nay more ^ could he place all mankind in my view. 
And bid me chufe from them, my choice would be you, 

Morley. 

To this dear declaration ray life mufc reply,. ' 
All words are too weak — 

E s t \^ 
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Sir Nicholas. 

The whole earth I defy. 
To (hew me a fcent more delightful than this ; 
Dear honeft frank Girl, come and give me a kifs ; 
Thou'rt the creature of Nature much more than of Artt 
And I own thee again as the Child of my heart. 

Jonathan, entering andfpeaking to the Colonel . , 
There are two chefls for you. Sir, juft come to the hallr 
Colonel. 

A few Indian things for the Ladies — that's all. 
' Pray, Jonathan, pay thofe who brought them with this. 

(grving money ») 

MORLEY. 

My brave lad muft (hare in our general bUfs. 
Here, Jonathan, if you're to marriage incJi n'd, 
^nd can luckily meet with a girl to your mind,' 
You may marry and fettle, as Ibon as you pleafe ; 
The Colonel has taken good care of your eafe. 

Jonathan. 
God blefs him, whate'er he is pleas'd to beftow ! 
I think I have found a kind fweetheart below. 

Mrs. Felix. 
He has made choice of Jenny ; — and I will provide 
A fortune, my Friend, for your good-humour'd Bride. 

Sir Nicholas. 
Egad, ihty fhall have my new farm on the hill. 
And raife young recruits there as faft they will. 

Jonathan. 
Heaven profper you all ! I will pray for you ever. 
And t9 ferve my King flill, as I can, I'll endeavour. 

{Exit. 
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Sir Nicholas. 
Wdl fdid, honeft Soldier ; — we'll have no delay. 
Go and tell the old Parfon to keep in the way. 

Colonel. 
Come with me, fair Coufm, examine my cheds; 
I long to prefent you a few bridal vefts. 

Mrs. Felix, to Morlby. 
As we view with delight the events of to-day, 
A fairleflbn, my Friend, in your fate we furvey 5 
While, from love to an aged fond parent, with fpeed 
From wealth's open road you mod kindly recede. 
Heaven fends you that fortune you nobly have flightedj 
And your warm filial piety here is requited ; 
This bright moral truth by your lot is expreft, 
•* They who feek others' blifs, are by Providence bleft.'* 

Sir Nicholas, /« Morlby. 
Here, my worthy young Friend, take and cherifli this 

^ Fair, 
And, truft me, you'll find her deferving your care 5 
For although of her fex (he may have a fmall fpice. 
She'll pleaie you ten times where (be vexes you twice $ 
And happy the man, in this (kirmifhing life. 
Who is able to fay half as much of Lis Wife. 
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PREFACE. 



HE following Tragedy may perhaps 
attradl the notice of the curious reader, 
more by a literary anecdote relating to its 
fnbjciJl, than by any intrinfic merit as a 
dramatic compofition. 

- Thb ftory was recommended to Young 

by the Author of Clarifla. The poet 

adopted it, and wrote a fmgle a<5t ; but 
this fliared the fate of his other unfiniflied 
manufcripts, and, according to the direc- 
tion of his. will, was committed to the 
flames. 

These particulars, with a concife Iketch 
of the ftory as related by Richardson, 
were communicated to Mr. Thornton by 
the poei*s very liberal and amiable Son, 
the neighbour and the much-efteemed re- 
lation of my dear departed friend, who 
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wifhed me, to build a tragedy upon this 
foundation. 

Some f articular circumftances prevented 
me at that time from executing the defire 
of a pcrfon, who, from the integrity of his 
judgment, and the uncommon warmth of 
his frtendlhip, had an undifputed title to 

influence my (ludies. Other works had 

engaged rne, and this dramatic ftory lay 
for lome years negleded : but in looking; 
over the letters of my ftill-vaJued, though 
loft correfpondent, i\ ftruck me with new 

force. As the diftrefs, with which it 

abounds, is of a private nature, it appear- 
ed to me fitigularly calculated for my pur- 
pofe of forming a drama for a domefic 
theatre. I have therefore, \vith fome con- 
fiderable alterations in the principal inci- 
dent, raifed from it a tragedy of three afts ; 
with what fuccefs, it is now the privilege 
of my readers to pronounce. 

I WILL not attempt to influence their 
decifion by any arguments in its behalf; 
but let me be allowed to elofe this (hort 
Preface with a little poetical acknowledg- 
ment to the two literary illuftrious friends, 
who firft marked the ftory for the tragic 
Mufe, and from whom it has accidentally 
defcended to mc 
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SONNET. 

BLEST Authors t with whofc fame the world 

has rung^ 
Immortal minds, of philanthropic mold 1 
Pathetic RichardsonI fuWimer Young t 
To you let me infcribe the leaves, that hold 
A theme, ye once confulted to unfold I 
Fairer its fortune, had not death's defpite 
Torn from the' filencM bard this tale half-told t 
O could I blend thofe beams, whofe fepVate light 
Forms each a glory round your rival brows, 
Sublimity and Pathos I effluence bright 
Of higheft genius!— but in vain fuch vows: 
Yet in the reach of emulation's flight 
One eminence ye (hare : — be that my end I 
Teach me to rank with yon, as Virtue's friend j 
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Persons of the Dkama. 

GOVERNOR OF BARCELONA, ~ 

MENDOZA, 

L U P E R C 1 0» 

HERNANDEZ, 

LOPEZ, 

MARCELLA. 

Servants,. .&cCi 

SCENE the Ge%'er>ar''s Ca/lle in Barcelona. 
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ACT L 

S C E N E I. Tlf Govtrnor'i CaftU. 
Lupercio end Marcella* • 

Marcella. 

X^ET ardent friendfcip be the bond between ut^ 
But O fubdue this maufpicious love. 
And chace it from tky bread f- 

LUFEKCIO. 

Impoffible I 
Think, cruel monitor, thro*^ what long years 
My heart has cherilh'd an encreafing paflion. 
Till it is groMrn a portion of ray being. 
Which 1 cau ne*er rdinq^difli but with life \ 

Makcella. 
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I know, that from our days of infancy 

Thy vows have had the fanftlon of my father; 

And from the period wh.n he firf^ became 

The governor of this fair city^ he 

Has leanM towards thee with anxious hope 

To call thoe hy the render name of fbn : 

Nor can the world reprove his generous wifhcs. 

For Barcelona's walls contain no youth. 

Of nobler bUod, or higher eftimation. 

LUPFRCIO. 

Lovely encomia^ f fure the fungs of feraphs^ 
And all the wondrous harmonies of Heaven, 
Can never ftrike more fweetly on the foul. 
Than the frank praife of thofe angelic lips. 

Marcella. 
I fliould defpife my own uncandid heart,. 
If it refus'd that tribute ofapplaufc 
Which felfilh pride, and jealous envy pay 
To thy acknowledged merit — Yes ! Lupercio,. 
I own, thy rank, and thy accomplifti'd youth. 
Might juftly challenge a return of fondnefs 
From the mod haughty of our fJatter'd. fex ^ 
Yet truft me, and 1 fpeak the words of friendfhip,. 
*rwere wifer in thee, even could my tongue 
pronounce the free compliance 'thou entreated. 
To turn thy partial ey\;s from cold Marcella, 
And for thy wife folicit me no more. 

Lupercio. 
Mock not my fenfes with fuch admonition 
As realbn muft revolt from ! Wouldft thou fay' 
To the poor wretch, who after many a ftep 

O'er 



A TRAGEDY- 77 

O'er Afric's burning fands, half dead with drought. 
Holds in his parchM and eager hand at lad 
The liquid bleffingy that he long has pinM for } 
Then wjouldfl thou fay, that wifdom bids him dafli 
The ialiUary treafure from his tor jjue. 
And perifli by the thirft that waftes^is being ? 
Such, and more cruel is thy counfel now. 
That would induce me to renounce thy charms. 
E'en in thcfe moments, when thy father's friendihip 
Had fiird my foul with panting expectation 
To hear thy heavenly voice declare me happy* 

Marcella. 

I knovr my father's hopes ; and by his worth 
I iWear, my heart ek wilhes for the power 
Mod fondly to fulfil them. 

LUPERCIO. 

Ha I what bar. 
What fecrct bar, from quick-ey*d Love conceal'd. 
Has envious fortune rais'd to thwart our union ? 
You fay, that you regard me as your friend; 
Then honour me with friendfliip's deareA claim. 
Unbounded confidence ! — unfold your heart I — 
If, to cut off the promife of my blifs. 
If there is aught of unknown fondnefs there. 
Which fears a father's eye, confide in me j 
And though againft myfelf— 

Marcella. 

Ingenuous youth f 
Your mind is noble, but you little know 
Marcella's heart, above all low dilguife. 
Proud of its truth, nor patient of controul. 

LuPERCIO. 



v^-.. 
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' LUPERCIO,, 

Pardon the fond furmife of fearful love ! 
K thy foft breaft is free from prediledtion. 
What other bar ? — and yet there may be other; 
Nature perhaps has cwsM me with defeats 
OfFenfive to thy fight ; fome natural blemilh 
Of mind, or feature, which thy delicate fenfe 
Tries to endure, bat cannot. 

> Marcella. 

' • >No ! by Heaven H ; 
Except the noble ftranger, whomWe law 
At mafs this morning, and whofe fignal grapes 
Drew from us both obftrvance of his perfon. 
My eyes ne'er gaz'd upon a comelier youth : ^ • ^. 

And reafon tells me, that I ought to love thee : 
But my heart ll:rinks perverfely from her voice. 
Oft have I try'd to bend my wayward fpirit 
To crown thy conftant vows, and blefs my father ; 
Yet ever as my foul purfues that thought, 
A fecret tremor in my bofom bids me 
Recoil from thy embraces, whifpering there. 
That I Wis only born to be thy bane. 

LUPERCIO. 

Thou f thou my bane ! — Thou art my life's fupport; 

As dear, and as eflential to my being. 

As the bleft radiance of the fun to nature. 

Thefe are the airy fears of virgin foftnefs, 

Moft apt to harbour in the lovelieft minds, 

Banifli the vifionary dread, and give 

Thy lighten'd heart to all the joys that court thee; 

Thy father's prayers, the vows of all our friends 

Will (bed propitious luftre on our union : 

Hymen can never li^ht his genial flame 

With 
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With happier aufpices ; but were they dark 
And hideois as the fick man's feverifh dreams 4 
Wert thou, inflead of noble Garcia's heirels. 
The child of want, and penury thy dower, 
I dill fliould pant as fondly for thy hand ! 
Still in thy wondrous charms and lovely virtues 
Think all the blelfings of the earth comprized. 

Ma&cella. 
I know thee generous to a fund extreme : 
It has fubduM my waywardnefs of temper. 
And, fpite of the reludtance that I feel 
To fpeak the important words, I will be thine# 

LUPERCIO. 

Bleft be that found ! it is an angel's voice. 

Freeing the fpirit of a tortured martyr. 

And opening to his view the heaven he figh'd for. 

Marcella, 
And yet I fear — 

Lu PER CIO* 

Wound not enraptur'd love 
With vain diftruft I but. name the blisful day. 
When my fond heart — 

Marcelka, 

1 faid, I will be thine : 
Do not wkh cruel importunity. 
Now prefs me farther ! As I frankly told thee. 
My foul, I know not why, is out of tune ; 
Give mc a little time to regulate 
The ftrange emotion of my mind, and try 
To meet iee, as I wilh, without thtk terrors. 

LypERCio^ 
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LUPERCIO, 

Thou dear direftrefs of my fate f thy will 
Shall ever fway the condudt of .my life, 
Jiowe'er it thwart me. — Yet, I pray thee, name 
Some period, on uhich hope may dwell, to footh 
The refJefs interval ! ot kindly give me 
•Some pledge cf thy dear promife! 

Marcella. 

Take this ring. 
Of curious workraanfliip, near Tunis found. 
And given my father by a noble Moor ; 
The wife of Afdrubal, you know the figure. 
Plunging amidll the flames, in v/hich fhe periflied ? 
Wear this a month, then claim me as your brid« ? 
But if you vijlue me, preferve the jtwel ; 
For if you lofe this fymbol of my faith. 
Your negligence may lead me to rerratt 
A promife, lb reluctantly pronounc'd. 

LUPERCIO. 

Reft here, thou radiant harbinger of blifs; 
Truft me, my love, and by thyfelf I fwear. 
Than fooner (hall my foul and body part. 
That this dear gem be wreftcd from the finger 
Where now it (hines — O let me kifs the hand 
V/hich has enrich'd me with a pledge lb precious ; 
And let my lips thus ratify our compadl ! 

(IV tile he is kifing her hand^ 

Enter the Governor, Hernandez, and a female Attendant. 

Governor. 
Why, this is well : I like this pleafing (hew 
Of mutual tendernefs — She has relented. 
And will be youfs, Lupercio? 

LurERCio. 
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LupfiRCio. 

Yes, my father, 
I now call you by that valued title ; 
My blifsful doom has pafsM thofe lovely lips, 
And (he is now irrevocably mine. 

Governor. 
May every blefling my paternal prayers 
Can alk of Heaven, defcend upon you both ! 
Thy free confent delights me : and thou art 
My age's comfort. 

Marcella. 

When I ceafe to be (o. 
May life forfake mc ! — 'twill have lofl all value. 

Governor. 
My tender child, I thank thee : but thou lead'd me 
Wide of my prefent aim, — With thee, Lupercio, 
I muft on bufmefs of the (late awhile 
Hold private converfe : I'll releafe thee foon 
To the foft objedof thy tender'r thoughts. 
Meantime, my daughter, as the hour of vefpers 
Now fummons you, pray for us, and implore 
Your Guardian Saint to make your nuptials happy. 
Your (ervants wait you — Go ! — on your return 
You'll find us in the caftle, and at leifure 
To dedicate the hours to love and joy.— 
Now mark me, thou brave youth. 
(Retires to the farther part of thejiage VJit.b Lupercio.) 

Marcella. 
Hernandez, you may reft at home — you know 
'Tis not your duty to attend on me. 
As I have oft inform'd you. — It is ftrange 

Vol. Ill, F Mv 
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My father fuffers his old foolilh fteward 
To pefter me with fuch officious fervice. 

Hernandez. 
Dear lady, do not frown — I have no joy 
But to gaez on you, wherefoe'er you go. 
And follow like your (hadow.— Would my Ibape 
Were half fo graceful ! — then I think your eye» 
Could never view me with an angry glance. 

Marcella. 
Hence, faucy vaflal ! — Howfoe'er my father 
Ufe thy prepofterous paffion for his mirth. 
It fhall not thus infult me, — Hence ! I bid thcc 
For ever (hun my prefence. 

[Drops her glove. 

Hernandez (prejen ting the ghve. ) 
But kind chance 
Is more my friend^ and makes me dill your fervant. 

Marcella. 
Away ! fantaftic infolence ! begone ! 
I will not feed thy vanity, by wearing 
Aught which thy touch has fullied. Ifabcl, 
Take it, and draw its fellow from my arm ! 
Bring other gloves, and follow me to vefpers. 

\Exeunt Marcella and her attendant^ 
Hernandez. 
Infuldng fair \ I yet may find a moment 
To triumph o'er thy fcorn. 

*the Governor and Lupercio advance from the end of 

the Page. 

Governor. 

How now, Hernandez? 
What ? has your miftrcfs chid you from her prefence ? 

I am 
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1 am indeed to blame, to treat Co long 
Your fooleries with levity and laughter. . 
Henceforth, in this my young and noble friend 
You muft refpedt a hulband's dignity^ 
And dare to wound my daughter's dignity. 
With founds of amorous dotage. 

LuPERCfO. 

Good Hemandezt 
You know the.infirmity of Spanifli hulbands 1 
And you^'re fo fludied in your lady*s temper, 
I may regard you as a dangerous rival. 

Hernandez, 
I (land coTreded. — {Jfide.J Curfe his happy ftars ! 
And curfe his proud and thinly veilM contempt I 
Howe'er deformity may make my figure 
The butt of his derifion, I've a fpirit. 
In which this fair Itmb'd youth may feel a rival 
More dangerous tlian his vanity believes. lExiu 

Governor. 
That faithful fervant is deprivM of fenfe 
By the abfurdeft paffion that e'er triumph'd 
O'er manly reafon : he was juftly noted 
For the befVxjualities that grace his ftation> 
Intelligence and duty, till my daughter 
Advanc'd to womanhood % but from that period, 
li'en in proportion as her beauties ripen'd. 
His faculties have feem'd upon the wane. 
I have too lightly fported with his frenzy. 
Which caiTd for harfher difcipline. 

Lupercio. 

Ot no> 
I feel he is entitled to compaflion ; 
Marcella has thofe fafcinating charms> 

F z Which 
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Which may intoxicate the fobereft mind. 

Till all its fenfes reel. — I cannot wonder 

Age and deformity forget their nature 

By living in her fight, and only feel 

That Ihe has beauty which inflames to madnefs. 

Governor. 
She may indeed (with pride the father fpeaks it) 
Be number'd with the lovelieft of her fex. 
With joy, bntvc youth, but with an anxious joy, 
I give her to thy guard, 

LUPERCIO. , 

Doubt not my love ! 
Governor. 
Truft me, I do not: but anxiety 
Is the high tax, which fond affe^km pays 
For all its pleafure $ and parental hearts. 
As thou may'ft prove hereafter, pay it double. 
Befides, my daughter, lovely as (be is. 
Has qualities that claim the niced care. 

LUPERCIO. 

She has a generous pride, which to her foul 
Gives awful beauty, and proclaims it free 
From all that poor and. petty artifice. 
Which HKUily ajrogance prefumes to think 
Inherent in her fex. 

Governor. 

You know, Lupercio, 
She is the only child that ever nature 
Enrich'd me with ; my tendernefs, difdaining 
The rigid cuftoms of her fex and country. 
Has rear'd her with a freedom little known 
To Spanilh.fair-ones^; for I wifc'd to make her. 



No 
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Not the cagM vaflal of parental power. 
But truth and nature's chafte and free difciple. 
Her early temper joinM with my afFeflion 
To fix me in this condudt ; for, believe roe. 
Her mind is like the element of fire ; 
Treat it with gentle caution, it will (hine 
The radiant rainifter of joy and comfort ; 
But clofe confinement, or a blind negledt. 
May roufe its perilous energies to fpread 
Unthought-offcenes of mifery and terror. 

LUPERCIO, 

Truft rae, I never will prophane her virtue 
With abjeQ jealoufy and harfli confcraint. 

Governor. 
On this nice topic, in our hours of leifure. 
We'll fp^ak more largely, when your juft afFe^ion 
V/ili give kind audience to a father's counfcl. 
Now other cares demand us. — You forget 
The bufinefs Tve cntrufted to your guidance. 
Which calls for quick difpatch* 

LuPERCIO* 

Forgive me. Sir! 
May love, that mifer, who locb up our thoughts. 
Nor lets them circulate, as duty orders. 
Plead with me for your pardon ! — I am gone. [Exit, 

Governor. 

My bleffing be thy guard ! — Long have I wilh'd 

To give my daughter to this virtuous youth ; 

But 'tis the doom of age, in deeds of moment. 

To feel the fit of warm defire fucceeded 

By terror's aguifb trembling. I begin 

To fear I've prefs'd too far her generous mind, 

F s ^^ 
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To what her heart recoils from ; for (he weds 

To indulge a father's wifh's, not her own. 

*Tis true, the tendereft motives have impellM me 

To urge this union, eager to entruft 

Her peace and honour to a kind prote6tor : 

But anxious love, cho' probity may guide it^ 

Oft, with a fond precipitancy, foils 

Its own dear purppfe, and with dizzy rafhnefs 

Leaps in the dreaded gulph it drives to (hun. — 

My child returned fo foon f and with a ftranger ! 

What may this mean } 

Etttsr Marcella and Mcndoza* 

MEKD-OrA* 

It moves, I fee, thy wonder,. 
Thou honoured veteran, that thus unchecked 
By ceremony's juft obfervances, 
A youth unknown intrudes upon thy prefence. 
And dares to make this lovely maid his herald. 

Governor. 
Whoe'er thou art, young Signor, I muft owa 
Thy graceful femblance prompts me to belicve 
Thou haft no common clahn to courtefy. 

Mendoza. 
*Tts pollible thou art not unacquainted 
With young Mendoza's name. 

Governor. 

Who knows it not ? 
Spain has bo marttal fon, whofe generous veins 
Hold richer blood j and fame reports Mendoza 
A youth, whofe opening virtues have refleQed 
New honour on his noble anceflry. 

Our 
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Our country, with a fond, impatient pride. 

Ex pedis him from his travels ; but 'tis faid 

That, gracM with a difcerning monarch's friendibip. 

He purpofes to pafs another year 

At the loiperial court. 

Mendoza. 

Such as he is, 
Mendoza (lands before thee, and thou feed him 
An anxious^ humble fuitor to thy bounty. 

Governor. 
To me, my Lord f 

Mendoza. 
To thee, thou happy father ! 
To thee, thou bled polTefTor of a trealure, 
'1 hat turns all other wealth to poverty \ 
Oft had I heard thy lovely daughter praia'd 
As beauty's flandard, and no more allowing 
A competition witlj inferior fair-ones. 
Than the rich diamond's blaze admits compare 
With the dark amethyd, or clouded opal. 
It was my wiih, in paffing thro* your city. 
Unknown to gaze upon this beauteous wonder. 
As on a prodigy of nature's work. 
Supreme in lovelinefs i which to have feen. 
Gives to the eye that faw it a proud fparkle 
Of exultation, whenfoe'er 'tis nam'd. 

Governor. 
This lavifli praife, my I^ord, at once o'erwhclms me 
With joy and pain ; and both in the extreme. 
Pray do not fpofl, by t!hus o'errating them. 
The firople charms of an unpolifh'd girl ! 

F 4 MCKDOZH* 
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Men DO 2 A. 
Your pardon ! 'tis not in the power of language 
To ftate their excellence. — At mafs this morning 
My eager eyes firft feafted on their fight : 
I thought I ne'er had feen till tliat bleft moment y 
For on my ravifh'd fenle her beauty burfl:. 
Dazzling and dear, as new-imparted light 
To one, whole vifual organs from his childhood 
Had pin'd in moping darknefs — from that hour 
My heart cries loudly, that the earth contains 
No prize worth my contention, but her love»— 
Report inform'd me, that her foft afFedliona 
Are yet unfix'd % tho' an accomplilh'd youth> 
Fondly prefuming on a father's friendlhip, 
Hopes hourly for the promife of herhand^ 
.FiiM by thefc tidiag , as again I favy her 
Approach the hallowed precin^^a of the tempTfj 
I threw me at her feet, conjur'd her pity 
To guide me tp your prefence, and implor^ 
The guardian Saint> whofr votary I fued to. 
That when wc next that facred pavement trod,. 
Heaven might exalt me to the blifsful honour 
To leadhtr to the altar. 

Marcella.. 

Oft in vain 
I prayM the pliant ftranger to forbear 
His unavailing fuit, nor vex my father 
With fruitlefs importunity^ 

Menpoza. 
To both 
I bend for'pardon, that my violent love 
Dar'd to o'er-rule the mortifying counfel 



Of 
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Of maidenly refer ve, and modeft fear. 
If yet thy heart, that throne of happinefs. 
Be vacant, I implore thy father^s leave 
To join the conteft for a prize, whofe value 
Might tempt the monarchs of the world in arms 
To hazard each his empire. 

G0VBRN0&. 

Noble youth ? 
Thy geuerouk wafmth fo wins 6h my efteerti, 
I will entruft thy own ingenuous heart 
To judge the caufe, where e*en thy love's a party. 
The hour's not paft, in which, with heraflent, 
I gave my daughter to a valiant friend. 
Who long has lov'd her ; tho* I frankly own 
His birth and fortune make him not thy equal. 
Such is my ftory : now aiTume my place, 
A nd anfwer for me \ Say ! (hall I, a foldier. 
An old plain foldier, honefty my pride I 
Shall 1 revoke my promife, at the lure 
Of intereft and ambition ? 

Mendoza. 

Thou haft found 
The way to vaftquifli all Mendoza's ardour : 
Thy words benumb my foul ; but thou (halt fee 
My wounded heart has virtue to decide 
Againft itfelf. Meiidoza's voice (hall never 
Prompt to the lips of honourable age 
The abjedt founds of infamy, — Shalt thou 
Revoke thy promife ! no ! thou brave old man. 
Not tho'.my life (hould end by its completion! 
Let the vain fons of Italy and France 
Attempt, by mental alchemy, to turn 
The lead of fal(hood into wifdom's gold. 
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And finky their own poor bubbles^ in the trial ! 
It is the glory of a true Caftilian 
To fcorn fuch arts, and hold his word once given 
As facred as the fiat of a God. 

Governor. 
There fpoke the fpirit of Caflilian honour. 
Brave youth f I yet will love thee as my Ton, 
Tho* fate forbid fuch union. — Let us hence. 
It may amufe thy generous mind to (hew thee 
The prccindb of our caftle. 

Mbni^oza:. 

Well thoii wamefl 
Thy giddy gueft to fly a dangerous banquet, 
Where his warm foul drinks poifon. — Matchlefs fair-one t 
I mud petforce from thy enchanting prefence 
Tear my reluctant heart, while yet I can ; 
Before the firm refolve cf honour melts 
In that full blazie of frenzy -kindling beauty*^ 
I go : — Still, ere I quit thcfe walls for ever^ 
I fhall implore one parting interview ? 
But for a few fhort moments,, but to utter 
My ardent ^vows,. that Heaven may make thee happy ;; 
And to entreat, that as the years roll on^ 
And bring thee, as I hope xhey will,, new bleflings^ 
Thou 'It deign, at leaft on this revolving das. 
To think not harflily of my haplefs pallioii,^ 
And give one figh of pity to Mend 02a. 

[Exit, with the Governor^ 

Marcella. 
He's gone, ere my full heart allowM me power 
To frame one grateful accent to the man. 
For whoni alone roy unconftrained lips 

Courd 
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Could utter vows of genuine tendernefs. 

Enchanting youth f — Doft thou implore my pity ? 

Thou canfl not need compaiUon : love and joy 

Will, as thy guardian fpirits^ hover round thee* 

I am the wretch, whofe lacerated mind 

Cries out for pity, which I do not merit. 

Fool that I was ! by a reluctant promife 

To violate the heart's prerogative ! 

This injured fovereign now awakes tq vengeance^ * 

And I deferve thefe tortures. — O Lupercio ! 

Thou wert before an obje6t, from whofe touch 

My confcious frame recoil'd. — What art thou now ? ' 

Thy very name is difcord in my ear. 

That agitates my wounded brain to frenzy. 

And (hall I wed thee ? take thee to my bofom ? 

An afpic fooner ! from whofe dearer ciafp ■ / 

My miferies might hope for welcome death ! 

Yet how efcape thee, aod maintain at once 

My father's honour and my own unfhaken ? 

O for fome kind affiftant ! whof^ invention 

May o'er my darkcn'd thoughts difFufe one glimpfe 

Of cheering light! — Here comes a minider 

Who wants not will to ferve me. 

Enter Hernandez. 

Hernandez. 

Hafte, dear lady 1 
Your father afks a moment's parley with you 
In private, and before he walks abroad 
To ihow our ramparts to a noble ftranger, i 

Marcella. 
Canft thou, Hernandez, baniih from thy memory 
All my pall anger, and exert thy powers 
To gain my favor by one llngle fervice. 
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Hbi^nandez. 

Aflc me if I exifti for while I live^ 

1 hold my life devoted to your pleafure. 

Marcella. 

I'll put thee to the trial, for the taflc 
Allows not e'en a moment of delay. 
Know then, I foolifhly hsive givep Lupercio 
My fin^ the pledge of an ungu^ded promife. 
Which my wrong'd heart forbids me to fulfil. 
I warn'dhipij, if he chanc'd to lofe the jewel. 
Our <:Qmp36t Ihould be vgid. If thou*lt devife 
Some lucky artifice to lure it from him. 
Thou (halt have thrice the value of the gem. 

Hernandez. 
Wouldft thou dude thy nuptFals with Lupercio ? 
The bleft intelligence revives my foul ! 

Marcella. 
He is the hated bar, on whofe removal 
My heart might enter paradife, and follow 
The dear fuggeftionp of oofetter'd love. 

HfikNANDEZ. 

Enough ! thou (halt be miftrcfs of thy felf. 

Marcella. 
Make me but that — My father calls-^but that. 
And rU reward thee^ till thyfelf (halt own 
My gratitude a prodigal in bounty. 
Lofe not a moment — fet me free to-nighf. 
And thro' my every ho^r pt futur? life 
ril blejfe thee for t^e fervice. [Exit. 

H^r,nakoez« 
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Hernandez.' 

Then to-night 
Shall rid thee of Lupercio— Thou (halt feci, 
S^rcafHc boy ! I am a dangerous rival. 
I know in what lone quarter of the ramparts 
Nightly thou walked in amorous contemplation. 
Murmuring fantaftic crotchets to the moon : 
There if I mtfs thee, dill the blended fires 
Of love and of revenge (hall aid my fearch. 
And guide my thirfty poniard to thy heart. 

END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



A C T II. 

SCENE I. 

Marcel I. A alone, 

X HE night is paft, but the all-cheering mom 
Fails to difpel the darknefs of my foul : 
My reftlefs heart yet beats with blended throbs 
Of anguiih and delight, at the idea , . 
That thefe fond eyes may, with my father's leave. 
Gaze once again upon the dear Mendoza. 
O might they in our parting clofe for ever I — 
'Tis ftrai>ge I yet hear nothing of Hernindcz. 
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But what can he ? — I was indeed dn idiot 
To think his paltry aid could terminate 
My miferies ; I might as well believe 
That the poor current of a fcanty brook 
Might quench the conflagration of the globe* 
O would thole final flames, that will confume 
This gloomy world, this ftage of wretchednefs^ 
Were kindling now ! for my deliver*d foul, 
Efca|.ing from worfe horrors^ could rejoice 
In that dread fcene of fiery defolation. 
And think it blils to periih with Mendoza. 

Mendoza {entering.): 
** And think ft blifs to periih wich Mendoza !'* 
Extatic founds ! may I believe my {tn(t ! 
Have I luch tender intereft in chat bofora } 

Marcella. 
•Tis not well done, my lord, thus at the daw» 
To fteal upon my privacy, and rob 
A wounded fpirit of its fole fupport. 
The lecrecy of woes beyond a cure. 

Mendoza. 
Pardon the impatient fpeed of anxious paiHon f 
f have nor reil, nor joy, but in thy prefence. 
And haften'd to thee, in the fad belief, 
(A burden which my heart would now throw off) 
That this dear interview rauft prove the lafl. 

Marcella, 
The lad indeed it miift be ! 

Mendoza. 

If thy voice 
Can fpeak with fuch fweet kiudnefs of Mendozay 

Thou 
\ 
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ThoQ wilt revoke that feiitence } and what power 
Shall buril the hallow'd ties of mutual love. 
And tear our wedded fpirits from each other ? 

Marcella. 
The ruler of thy life, imperious Honour f 
Honour, who has already by thy voice 
PronouncM the firm immutable decree. 
That this ill-fated hand mud not be thine* 

MSNDOZA. 

Urge not againft me the confused decifibit 
Of ignorance and blind miftaken pride ! 
When I confirm'*d thy father in his purpofe> 
1 knew not, that to keep his fatal word 
He muft become a tyrant to thy heart. 
And violate the deared rights of nature. 
I knew not that Mendoaz's ardent love 
Had in thy bofom Tdh*d the bleft emotion 
Of tender fympathy. 

Marcella» 
O that my heart 
Had not unwarily betray 'd it's weaknefs ? 
Then might a juft ingenuous pride have taught mc 
To bear the painful fecrel to my grave. 

Mendoza. 

Unkindly faid f— If fiich could be thy wife, 
Thau hafl not lovM Mendoza. 

Ma&cella. 

Think fo ever t 
I have not lov'd him ) duty, faith, forbid it : 
1 afli affianced to a generous youth. 
Who cUims the full dpiLmon cf my heart 3 
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Nor (hall Mendoza's image lurk within it. 
To prove the aflalfin of my peace and honour. 

Mendoza. 

lovely haughtinefs of mind I this conflifV, 
This agitation of thy artlefs bofora. 
Proves the enchanting truth, I am belovM : 

1 read it in thofe fweetly-fpeaking eyes. 
Where the faint fpark of anger is extinguifhM 

In melting tendernefs. While thus I clafp thee. 

Kind fympathy gives to thy every nerve 

Delicious foftnefs ; and thy fwelling heart 

Vibrates in unifon with mine, to form 

Th' extatic harmony of mutual love. — 

Thou weep'ft ! — O Heaven ! I feel thefe precious drop^ 

Fall on my wounded breaft, like liquid fire. 

O, I had rather draw upon my head 

The worfl of human ills, thy hate and fcorn ! 

Rather than touch thee with an ill-ftarrM paflion, * 

If it muft prove a fource of lorrow to thee, . 

And quench the radiance of thine eyes in tears. 

Marcblla. 

I can believe thee, for thy noble foul 

Is honour's fan^uary — Then, as my friend. 

Let me implore the firmnefs of thy fpirit 

To aid the treacherous/ailing of my own ! 

I am indeed unpra^tis'd in the arU 

My fex is fam'd for ; I have not the (kill 

To hide the emotions of a feeling heart : 

And I will lay it open to thy view. 

I will avow, that 't( my wayward fortune 

Had net forbad the union of our hands, 

I would have met the ardqur of thy vow* . • 

With all the frankneii of fimplicitj, » 

Proud 
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Proud of its lofing lot. I would have pra>'d 
For undecaying charms to keep thy love, 
Blefling the God who form'd us for each other. 
But fince the bar — 

Menooza. 
There is, there (hall be none : 
We'll urge thy heart's unalienable right 
To be the fole difpofer of thy beauty. 

Marcblla. 

rpeak not thus ? — my own unbalanced mind, 
WhirlM in the eddies of tempeftuous thought. 
Already has been hurried much too far 

From the fafe courfe integrity prefcribes. 
But the remembrance of thy bright example 
Shall be my glorious guide» and ilill preftrie me. 
How nobly haO; thou faid, thou wouUd not urge 
My honoured father to revoke his promife. 
Not if thy life Ihould end by its completion ! 
Shalt thou, a (hunger ! thus againft thyfelf 
Stand forth th^ firm alTerter of his honour^ 
And (hall bb child betray it ? 

Mendoza. 

Do not wound 
Thy own pure fpirit by (his groundlefs I'cruple ? 

Marc^la. 

It is convi6tioD, founded on the laws, 
Th* unqueftionable laws of faith and virtue, 

1 muft for ever fly thee, or dilgrace 

My father and myfelf. And (hall I heap 
Grief, difappointment, mifery, and (hame 
Upon my father's head ? And what a father ! 
Kough as hQ is ia the rude r<;^ne of aims. 

The 
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The fterneft foldier of his time, to me 
The awful thunder of his voice has fofcen'd 
E'en to the tender fweetnefs of a lute. 
With me he has for ever thrown afide 
All the afperities of harfh command. 
And difciplined my wayward infancy 
With all the mildnefs of a mother^s love^ 

Mbndoza. 

O might I aid thee in thy deareft office. 
To pay him back thofe long and large arrears 
Of tendemefs and care ! — Yes ! we will make it 
The inceflant ftudy of our days to lighten 
Whatever load encroaching age laya on him % 
And by the fweet iclicitude extend 
The limit of hh blwft and honour' d life. 

Marcblla. 

Could it be fjcb, our lot indeed were happy ; 

But 'tis impoifible. Should I, forgetting 

Thefanctity ofpromifes, (houldl 

Attempt to burft the fetters that involve me. 

And ftruggle to be your's, it could not be ^ 

Kind as he is, my father's firmer fpirit 

In points of honour is inflexible I 

Could I rayfeif defcend — and wounded pride 

Revolts at the idea — could I ftoop 

To beg, that he would countenance my fallhood, 

I know his anfwer— " Would'ft thou," he would cry, 

" Make me an objed of the world's contempt ? 

Shall I be cenfur'd as a fordid wretch. 

Who, having given my daughter to a friend. 

Cheated his hopes, and fold her venal beauty 

To the rich fplendor of Mendoza's fortune ?" 

Mendoza. 
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iMfiNDOZA. 

Perifb the envious fpiric, who could harbour 
So bafe a thought of him who gave thee being ! 
But (hould he be reproachM, (as pureft virtue. 
And the beneficence of Heaven itlelf, 
*Scapes not fuch pro&nation) it were better. 
Than to behold thy peace of mind de(lroy*d. 
And thy foft heart corroded by the {hackles. 
The galling (hackles of a joylels marriage. — 
Think what it is to prefs the nuptial couch. 
When, for the rofes Love (hould fcatter there. 
The fiend Andpathy has form*d it*s pillow 
Of (harped thorns, that lacerate the brain I 

MaRC£LLA» 

I know ft muft be agony far worfe 

Than death's fcvcreft pang : the thought already 

Has thrown my troubled mind from off it's balance. 

And plung'd me in di(lra6tion. — Thou art cruel. 

To fet my woes thus forcibly before me. 

And aggravate the anguifli of my fate. 

Mendoza, 
Think rather, that with fond anxiety 
I virarn you of the precipice you tread. 
And pant to fave you trembling on its brink. 

Marge I. LA. 
I pray you leave me, for your dangerous aid 
Can but encreafe the horrors of my fall. 
Q leave me, I conjure you ! 

Mendoza. 

Once afTure me. 
You will endeavour to draw back your hand 
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From this abhorr'd alliance, I will reft 

On the fdint hope which may a rife from thence* 

MaRC£LLA. 

Whatever I can do, and not deftroy 

My father's peace and honour, (hall be done: 

For O, 'tis certain, rather |han be dragg'd 

The viftim of Lupercio's nuptial triumph. 

My heart would chufe to languilhlife away 

In the lone walls of fome fequefter'd cell. 

Where not one pleating found could footh my fuiferin^ 

Save when 1 clos'd fome melancholy prayer 

With the dear echo of Mendoza's name, 

Mendoza. 
Enchanting fofcnefs ! thou (halt yet be mine. 
And tbefe heart-rending fighi ihall turn to rapture* 

Makcella. 
I hear my father's ftcp } depart, I pray thee! 

MeNDOZA* 

By Heaven, my feet feem rooted to this fpot. 
And have not power to bear me from thy prefence ! 

Enter the Governor. 

QOVERNOR. 

Ah, my young friend ! youth wants a monitor 

To bid it mark the rapid flight of lime. 

Is this your momentary interview ? 

Come ! force me not to play the tefty father^ 

And chide you from my roof! 

Mendoza. 

O pardon mc> 
I will but feal one vow of tender friendlhip 

o« 
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On this fair hand, and inftantly attend yoii. — 
Farewell ! — Thou art the lovelieft work of Heaven, 
And may its pureft fpirits be thy guard ! 

l^Exit, with the Governor. 

Marcella. 

Torn from me ! banifli^d from my view for ever ! 
O^ (ball thefe wretched eyes behold no more 
The darling of their fight ! and as each morn 
Of hated life returns, fhall they be forc'd 
To gaze upon the object that they loath i! 
Sure all the fubtleft of the infernal fiends 
Are leagu'd to curfe me with their keeneft tortures. 
Ah, fenfelefs wretch ! my folly is the fiend 
From whom this mifery fprings : 'twas I, *twas I, 
Slave that I was ! who faftenM on myfelf 
This iron bondage that corrodes my foul, 

Hernandez (entering) 
Lament its weight no more ! thy chain is broken. 
Receive the fymbol of thy liberty ! \_Deli^ering the ring. 

Marcella. 
It is my ring ! my gladden'd eyes acknowledge 
Its bright aflurance of recover'd freedom I — 
Fly, ftop Mendoza ! — Stay ! yet tell me firft 
JHow thou haft profper'd, thou excelling fervant!— 
Thou (halt have great rewards, great as my joy ! — 
How did thetbnd Lupercio yield my pledge ? 
Hafte ! tell me all — 1 muft prepare myfelf 
To meet him foon, complaining of his lofs. 

Hernandez. 
Be farisfied ! — He can no more complain. 



) 



Marcella. 
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Marcella. 
What doft thou mean by that myfterious accent? 

Hernandez. 

Hts hated voice (hall ne'er be heard again. 

Marcella. 
Thou haft not murderM him I — By Heaven thou haft j 
I read it in thy dark and troubled vifage. 

Hernandez. 
I have indeed been bloody for thy fake* 

Marcella. 
Is he then butcher'd by thy favage hand ? — 
Unhappy youth ! thy pale and gory fpe£tre 
Will glare for ever in my fight, and banifh 
All hopes of quiet from my foul for ever.— - 
Wretch thou haft funk me in the deepeft gulph 
Of horror and perdition. 

Hernandez. 

Come, be cheaiM ! 
I have deliver'd thee from him, whofe being 
Was torture to thy heart. — Lupercio's dead ; 
And by my caution it muft he fuppos'd 
The nightly robbers, who infeft our city. 
Have thus revengM his vigilance againft thera# 

Marcella. 

Is this the recompence of all thy merit, 

Brave, gen'rous, frank Lupercio ? — Tho' my heart 

Recoird peryerfely from thy love, it feels. 

With cold convulfive pangs of vain regret. 

It feels thy worth, thy ill-requited virtues. 

And all the horrors of thy barb'rous fate. 

Hernandez* 
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Hernandez. 

Reflect thou only from what hated fcenes 
Of hopelefs pain my daring hand has fivM thee! 
Think what thou ow'ft to me, who for thy lake 
Have put in hazard my immortal foul ! 

Marcella. 
Ill-fated wretch I thou alfo haft my pity. 
'•Twas my bafe condudt, blinded as I was, 
That plung'd thee in this guilt — But hafte ! be gone ! 
Fly ! while thou canft, where juftice may not find thee. 
Fly to fome diftant climate ; and endeavour. 
By penitence, to make thy peace with Heaven ! 
Go where thou wilt, my bounty fball attend thee. 
And aid thee with fuch lavifh fums of gold. 
As may enable thee, by thofe good deeds 
Which charity delights in, beft to cancel 
Or counterpoifethe evil of thy crime. 

Hfrnandez, 
What ! canft thou vainly think, that in thy fervice 
I've dyM my unftainM band in guiltlefs blood 
For gold ! the needy robber's paltry prey ? 

Marcblla. 
What was thy aim ? — tliy frantic eyes affright me f 

Hernandez. 
Here is the nobler recompence I claim. 
Thy beauty ! rich in medicinal balm 
To heal th' envenomM anguiflb of remorfe. 
Come to ray breaft ! and with thy melting charms 
Drown all the keeneft pangs, that guilt can waken. 
In extacy more poignant ! 

Marcella. 
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Marcella. 

. Slave ! unhand me !■— 
Away ! reraemher, ra(h^ prefuxnptuous villain ! 
The diftance of thy ftation ! ' 

Hernandez. 

Idle pride ! 
Silence it's frivolous and falfe fuggeftion ! 
The hours juft paft have plac'd us on a level. 
Thou haft no title now, but Murderefs. 
We are confederates in guilt and blood : 
Blood is the cement of our equal union. 

Marcella. 
Thou dar'ft not fay it. 

Hernandez. 

Divd into thy bofom ! 
Afk thy own heart ! — Didft thou not wi(h his death ? 
Aye! had thy flaming eyes, like bafiliflcs. 
Been arm'd with fudden power to ftrilfe him dead. 
Their ftroke had far outftrippM my tardy dagger. 
Thou couldft not think thy lover would refign 
The gem, thou bad'ft me pilfer, but with life. 

Marcella. 
No ! witnefs Heaven ! I thought not of his death. — 
Yet thou haft rent a veil of fatal pafllon. 
That hid my own foul from me j and I fee 
The ftains of mifery and guilt are on it. 
I am indeed the fource, the wretch'd fourcc 
Of all this fcene of horror : 'tis to me. 
To me, thou ill-ftarr'd minifter of mifchief. 
Thou ow'ft the burden of this bloody deed. 
Which cries to angry Heaven for retriburion.— 
Now, I conjure thee, raife again thy arm ! 

Plunge 
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Plunge thy yet-reeking poniard in ipy heart. 
And by this jullice expiate our crimes .' 

He.rnand.ez. 
Away witsh vaia remorfc ! — Qome ! let me ftjee^ 
Thy troubled fenfes in thofe foft delights. 
That fweetly fteal from the enchanted foul 
AH memory of pain ! 

Marcella. 

Delight from thee! 

Heunanoez. 
I Bnd, contemptuous fair one ! I am noe 
Thy favVitei No ! thy nice faftidious eye 
Delights in daintier forms. My jealous paffion 
Has caught thy bofom's fecret — Yet be grat^eful. 
Be wife I and I will make thee foon the bride 
Of thy beloved Mendoza. 

Marcella. 

Can ft thou mean it ? 

Hernandez. 
Yes ! with tWs. (ine-form'd heir of wealth and grandeur^ 
Soon ihalt thou fhine in all that blaze of fortune 
Which fuit^ thy towering fpirit, if thy beauties 
Will pay their -debt of gratitude tome> 

And with thofe fweet delights, that ftealth makes 
fweeter. 

Reward the fecret author of thy gre^neis. 

Marcella. 
What ! be the wife of Honour's noWeft fon. 
And live the fervile ftrumpet of my vaffal !^— 
Prefumptuous villainy ! — Unhand me, ruffian f 

• Vol. hi. G H^^* 
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Hernandez. 

Nay J ftniggle not ? — I have thee in mj' toils. 
And my keen love (hjlll feaft upon its vidlim, 
OVtaken with fuch hazard. — Come ! be gentler ! 

MaRCELLtA. 

Never ? O never ! 

Hernandez. 

Muft I owe to force 
The joy thy pitying gratitude (bould give ? 
The joy for which my ardent foul has thirfted. 
E'en to it's own perdition ? 

Marcella. 

Hence ! away ! 
Releafe my hand, or my di drafted cries 
Shall bring my injur'd father to my aid. 

Hernandez. 

And dar'ft thou threaten me, ungrateful girl ? 

But it (hall not avail thee. — Hear and tremble 

At the fuperior threat thou mak'ft me utter ! — 

Thou fee'ft, by all the bloody bufinefs paft, 

I hold my life as nothing : if thou ftill 

Deny'ft me, what I have fo dearly purchas'd, 

I will, before our magiftrates I will 

Avow the murder, charge upon thy head 

The black defign, and add, 1 have receiv'd 

Thy virgin treafure as my fettled hire ; 

But that remorfe has drawn the fecret from me. — 

Now learn to threaten, girl I— Now take thy choice f 

Shame ! public Ihtoe, with tortures and with death. 

Or the fafe fweets of privacy and joy f 

Marcella. 
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Marcella. 

Amazement ! thy ferocity in guilt 

O'erwhelms my faculties.- — Yet hear me. Heaven ! 

To thee, altho^ offended by my fal(hood, 

To thee I kbeel : O puoiih my ofi^iices 

By any pangs thy juftice may ordain. 

But fave! O fave me from this daring wretch ] 

HfiKNANDE2. 

Thy prayer's too late, fince thou haft rendered m€ 
The wretch I am : thy padions made me guilty. 
And thou (halt ^ield me that reward of guilt 
For which I burn in every vein to madnefs !— 
-Come, my reluctant fair-one f 

Marcella. 

No ! by Heaven ? 
Fulfil thy horrid> the inhuman threats ! 
Add perjury to murder ! and devote me 
To infamy and death ]— I w^ll embrace them, . 
Rather than yield to thyabhorr'dfuggcflion. 
And in that ftjliowfbip debafe my foul. 

Hernandez. 
Is there fuch firmnefs in the heart of woman ? 
Then artifice a Itift me ! (^/^/i^^— Matchlefs virtue I 
E'en in this frenzy of my torturM fpirit 
I feel thy awful power! — Thy purity 
Irradiates the dark chaos of my mind} 
And all the warring fires of lawlefs paifion 
Turn at thy voice to penitential tears ! — 
i kneel to thee for pardoa. 

Marcella. 

Bend to Heaven ! 
^Tis Heaven who ftrikes thee, to reclaim thy fouI> 
With juft coi!hpun^ion» 

G i Her" 
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Hbrnakdbz. 

Thou benignant angel ! 
On thee depends my fafety or perdition ; 
Treat me with foothing pity and forgivenefs. 
And I may yet atone for all my crimes. 
The fatal offspring of diftradted paffion ! 

Marcella. 
Thou haft my pity. 

Hernandez. 

I will a(k no more ; 
I will not wound thy dignity, by wifhing 
What madnefs only led my hevt to figh for. 
No ! fair Perfection ! live ihou many years 
In the chafte bjifs of honourable love ? 
While I, the victim of a frantic fondnefs. 
In fome wild defert hide my loath'd exiftenoe. 
Mourn my paft guilt, and hope the pitying vows 
Of innocence like thine, may draw from Heaven 
A full, tho' late forgivenefs of my crimes. 

Marcella. 
Unhappy fervant f in my prayers for mercy 
Thou ne'er (hall be forgotten. 

Hernandez. 

*Tis my purpofe 
To fly from hence before to-morrow's dawn : 
But wherefore ? I nor wilb, nor merit life. — 
Hafte to thy injur'd father ! let him know 
The wretch he harbours ! and for all my guilt 
Let public juftice make her full atonement ! 



Marcilla. 



A T R A G E D Y, 109 

Marcslla. 
poor frantfc criminal ! yet hope in Heaven ! 
I, who have blindly led thee into crimes. 
Will not accelerate thy punHhment. 
Seek fome religious cell, and meditate 
On the intinrtude of heavenly mercy f 

Hernandez. 
I fee, I feel it in thy foothing pity f 

Marcella. 
Here meet me once again, fome two hours hence 1 
1 will fuppjy thee with fuch grid or jewels. 
As may give comfort to thy len^thcn'd days. 

HeRNAND£2. 

Thou art too good, too tender to a villain, 

Who has deferv'd thy hatred and thy fcorn. — 

Still let mt tlfive to thew I bavfe k heart 

That knows to value what it cannot merit. 

I will not meet thee. We'll converfe no more, 

Left when my flight is known, fome dark fufpicion 

Fall on thy innocthce. — At fevertihg's tlofe 

Leave thou the gift, thy charity intends. 

In the lone tower, that flanks the garden wall. 

At midnight I will take thy bourtty thence. 

And praying for thy peace, depart for ever. 

Marcella, 
1 thank thy generous caution ; nor will fail) 
To bring thee liberal aid : for ftill, 1 truft, 
'Tis Heaven's intent, for all thy earlier virtues. 
By years of calm fequefter'd penitence 
To purify thy foul, and feal thy pardon. 
Cherifli that thought ! and Mercy be thy guard ! t^**"'* 
G 3 Her- 
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Hernandez ( alone.) 
•Tis well — Proud Beauty ! I am now thy mafter J 
Thy haughty fpirit, that no threats could tame. 
Sinks unfufpefting in the fmooth deception 
That artifice has fpread. — In that lone tower. 
Where the coy clamours of a feign *d averflon 
Will only prove a prelude to my joy, 
V\\ lurk to feize thy charms. — Now haften. Night % 
Thy kind companions. Solitude and Darknefs^, 
Shall o*er this Howard fdir-one aid my triumph,, 
And iiitc infulted love with fvvtet revenge. 

BNO or THB IBCOMO ACTv 



ACT IIL 

SCENE I. 

Hernandez (alone.) 

ICTQWOUS paflion ! thou at length haft gain'* 
The prize, that long has kindled in my foul 
Such wild tumultuous hopes and madding wilhes ! 
Thy fecret joys are fafe. — Spite of the frenzy, 
RaisM by her wounded pride and vain refiftancc. 
This coy one, (lifling her viiididive rage. 
Mod wifely hides the raylleries of the night j. 

Abce 
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And from her filer.ce in this hafty marriage. 
My triumph is complete : (he now will grow 
The willing vafTal of my private pleafure. 

But hark ! I hear the doating bridegroom's voice : 
He moves this way. — 1 would not he Ibould caft 
His keen eyes on me, till my harrafs'd fpirit 
Regain its wonted firmnefs. — I'll avoid him, [Exit, 

Enter the Governor and Mendoza. 
Governor. 
Indeed, my fon, I've yielded much too far 
To the fond zeal of your intemperate love. 
How will the world upbraid me, for allowing 
Your hurried nuptials, in this ill-ftarr'd hour 
Of doubtfal horrors, your unhappy bride 
Or drown'd in tears, or almoft craz'd with terror ! 
And the brave youth, her late affianc'd lord. 
My poor ill-fated friend, welt'nng in Wood, 
From the bafe wounds of undete£ted murder ! ' - ■< 

Mendoza. 
My honoured father, thou haft only done 
What tendernefs and duty both enjoin'd. 
Her generous wiQi to be my wedded love. 
Her virtuous dread that honour might forbid it. 
And the dire fate of that lamented youth. 
Whom (he both loatVd and pitied, all combin'd. 
Had cruelly deprived her troubled fenfes 
Of reafon's fovereign guidance \ ftill on me 
The lovely maniac rav'd ; implor'd my aid 
To fave her from Lupercio's nuptial claim 
And chafe the gory phantom from her iight. 
Which frenfzy rais'd before it : — what remain'd. 
But for Mendoza, urg'd by love and pity, 

G 4 To 
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To take the dear diftreft one to his bofom, 
Bear her from hence, and in more tranquil fcene$ 
Heal her diftenvper-d mind, and fondly cherifli 
The geAtlc fuffcrer i»to peace and joy ? 

Governor. 

Heaven Wefs the jgenerons fervor of thj' fondnefs. 
Thou noble-minded youth ! — I had not power 
To thwart t?hy wifh, tho' my paternal heart. 
Trembling in its complecion, ftill endures 
Painful vicifHtudes of hope andfear* 

M^KOOZA. 

Doubt not, my father^ lenient time and lovf, 
'i'hat mutual love which confecrates our union. 
Will ficm the harraisM fpirit of thy dau^jhter.^ 
Remove this load ofcompliciited anguifh. 
And make us foon the happiclt pair that ever 
H^ch'd the pure fumn^it of coanubtai biils. 

Governor.. 

I know (he loves th^ to a fotid ex^efs ; 
Her foul was formM for love: and Dhou &rt Weft, 
Moft richly bleft, with all that can enchant 
The eye or heart cf woman ; — on this ground 
I build my ftronge^ hope. Y^t O, my fon. 
Weak a^ Ae is, her fenfes A:arce reftorM, 
How can 1 yield this darling from my fight. 
E'en to a guard ft tender ? 

Mekdoza. 

Speak your pleafure ? 
If 'tis your with, we will remain your guefts. 
But change of place wiiifooth theharrafs'd mind 



Of 
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Of our fweet fufFeren She fhoxtld quit this fcene. 
While, in avenging the brave rourder'd "youth,. 
You nobiy pay your great and awful debt 
To private frieodObip and to public juftice^ 

G0TEK.NOK.. 
I have no doubts on that atfocfous deed*— 
My poor loft friend's incautious ardent fpirit 
Had fatally prevok'd fome defperate villains 
Who lurk within our city : the bafe wretches 
l^ave thus reveng'd a menace, which Lupercio 
Pronounc'd againft their chief j — but by my orders 
We foon (hall fee the bloody (laves fecur'd. 
A care ftill heavier preffes on my heart. 
My poor perturbed child !— My anxious love 
Wavers in painful doubt, nor can refolve 
To fpeed her hence,, c to retain her here. 

Mendoza. 

Submit it to her choice ! — Soon as the prleft 
Ended our hafty and affecting marriage. 
You know fhe begg'd permiiTion to retire. 
To gain by folic ude reviving ftrength. 
And ftill thofe throbs of lovely agitation. 
Which in the folemn rite fubduM her foftnefs. 
Go to her chamber, your paternal care 
May beft explore her wi flies : let them be 
Our guides in every ftep ! — For me, I hold 
My fortune and my life but minifters 
Bound to fulfil our deareft mutual hope, 
And make the blifs of yOur angelic daughter 
As perfeft as her beauty. 

G 5 Governor. 
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Governor. 
Noble youth ! 
A father's tears muft thank thee— 5I will follow 
Thy generous counfel^ and return to blefs thee. [Exii^ 

Mendoza. 

How mighty is thy power. Parental Love i 
The hardy finews of this gallant veteran. 
Proof 'gainft the weight of war's fevered toils, 
Yidd to thy prefTure. — That undaunted firmnefsj, 
Which peril could not Ihake,^ is turnM by thee 
To wavering fear and fond irrefolution. 
Enter Lopez. 

Lopez.. 
My honoured lord, forgive roe, if my zeal 
Urge me to trouble you with painful truths f 

Mendoza» 
What wouldft thou, Lopez ? — Hence with idle pre&ce^ 
And fpeak thy meaning boldly f 

Lopez.. 

*Tis my duty 
That forces. froih my lips, at fuch a feafon. 
What 1 mult grieve to fpeak, and you to hear.. 

Mendoza. 
Well thou haft credit for thy good intention^ 
Spare thy apologies, and tell thy tale ! 

Lopez. 
•Tis thus> my lord — but promife me your pardon — 

Mendoza. 
I'll pardon any thing but thy fufpence.. 

LO'rxz;^ 
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Lopez. 

Know tben, the fteward of thi? houfe, Hernandez, 
Has been obfervM to throw his daring arms 
With fuch licentious freedom round your bride> 
As honour cannot brook. 

Mendoza, 

Good fimple fellow ? 
Is this thy wondrous tale ? thy painful truth ? 
What ! art thou yet to learn, that ancient fervants 
Are amply privileg'd on days like this ? 
The raan who bore the infant in his arms 
May kits the ripcn'd bride without a crime. 
And the quick eye ofjealoufy itfelf 
Shall wink at his prefumption. — Get thee gone ! 

Lopez. 
He boafts he will attend you to Madrid f 
Says he is fix'd for life my lady's ulher, 
Def)ing e'en her huibmd to difplace him* 

Menxxoza. 
I will not quarrel with his honeft pride. 
Inebriate with joy ; — yet as the world 
Is prone to cenfure, 'twill perhaps be prudent 
To ftrike this boafting vafial from our train : 
But that hereafter. — Hence i my father comes — 
Yet, Lopez, flay — one word with thee alone. 

Exit ivitb Lopez» 
Enter the Governor and Marcella. 

Marcella. 
Think not, thou kindeft parent that e'er drew 
From the fond eyes of a protected child 
The tears of filial gratitude, think not 

Thy 
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Thy daughter thanklefs for tky guardian care 
From h^ impatient haile to quit thy manfion ! 

GOVERNOH. 

No ! my fweet child ! I know thy heart too well 
To doubt it's tendcrnefs. Truft me, thy father. 
Much as he joys to have the in his fi^ht. 
Feels in thefe moments all thee forceful reafons 
That urge thy quick departure. 

Marcella. 

Then farewell 
To this paternal roof! Ye walls, that echoed 
With the gay mufic of my infant fong^. 
Farewell ! If ausht of evil hover o'er ye. 
May it depart with rae ! depart for ever ! 
Safety and honour, pure celeflial guards. 
Watch o'er this dome ! and blet's it's dear pofieflor ! — 
Hear this my parting prayer, indulgent Heaven ! 
Whate'ef thy pleafure may ordain fjr me. 
Here or hereafter, grant, O grant me this. 
To die before my father can have caufe 
To wilh he were not author of my being I 

Governor. 
Live but till then, and .hou mufi: be immortal? 
Rife, my kind daughter! — Thou wilt ever prove 
My age's darling ! dearer to thy father 
Than life or glory. Heaven, I truft, for thee 
Has years in ftore of ftill encreafing joy. 

Marcella. 
Alas I my father, doft thou not perceive 
The poor Lupercio whifpering from his fhroud 
How (hort and how precarioui mortal beifigf 

l€ 
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If foon thou chance to hear thy child is dead. 
And his (hade tells me thou wilt hear it fooiij 
I pray thee let not an intemperate grief 
Bend to the earth thy venerable a^e. 
Yet O forget me not ! with tender forrow 
Give thy pure prayers to my departed (bul f 

GOVHRNOR. 

Rife, rife, my child ? — Let not thefe gloomy fanciet 
OVrcIoud thy chearful fpiiit! raife thine e)cs 
To all the radiant paths of varied pleafure 
1 hat open now before thee ! — See thy lord. 
The bright coijdudor of thy future ftep?. 
Comes, like the fun new-r«fen, to difperie 
Th^fe noxious vapours from thy dAfktn'd mind. 
And give thy charms new luftre ! 

Enter Mendoza. 

Governor. 

Dear Mendoza, 
We will from hence to-day : I will myfelf 
Pliiy the young foldi^r, and efcort your bride 
Acrcfs this province, 

Mendoza. 
Ble^i the travellers, 
Whofe road is (horten'd by fo dear a guide ! 

Governor. 
Raife thou that drooping lily, while 1 go 
And ixTuc orders for our quick departure. [^Exit. 

MlNDOZA, 

Come to my arms, thou fwect feraphic being \ 
Come, and prefide o'er all my future life. 
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As a benignant angel, by whofe guidance 
I wi(h to regulate my every thought f — 
Ble s that kind tear ! it is the fweet reply 
Of tendernels too delicate for language. — 
Yet fpcak, Marcella — my delighted ear 
Doats on the mufic of thy foothing voice* 

Marcella, 
O had I but the power to make thee happy t 
Were it poHible, thy life fljould prove 
Unclouded, as thy virtues and thy love I 

Mendoza. 

In thee I've every blefling man can wi(h* 

My confcious pride, exulting in thy love. 

Boldly defies the wantonnefs of fmcy 

To figure joys above th' unchequer'd blifs 

Which my full heart has found in thy perfedion. 

Be thou as happy as thou mak'fl Mendoza, 

And we (ball live the envy of the world. — 

Why gu(L thefe tears ? Why heaves thy lab'ring bofom ? 

Why roves thy troubled eye around the chamber. 

Seeming to parley with the fenfelefs v/alis? — 

My tender fair-one ! I perceive thy thoughts : 

This is the fond adieu which thy foft fpirit 

ExprelTes to this dear paternal muniion. 

Be chear'd ! thou foon (halt vifit it again. 

When i:s glad gates {hall leap at thy approach. 

And cv'ry echoing (lone repeat thy welcome. — 

Sciil penfive ! — Come, fweet partner of my life ! 

Prepare we for our travels. — Have your wcmen 

Received their orders? Pray, ere we depart. 

Inform Hernandez we will not deprive 

His generous mafter of fo tried a fervant ! 

Tell him he muft not quit his poft. 

Mahcella^ 
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Marcella. 

I dare not. 

Mendqza. 
How ! dare not, didft thou fay ? What ? dare not utter 
A juft dire£lion to an ancient vaflal ? 

Marcella« 
He is the mafter of a fatal fecret, 
I dare not drive him to reveal. 

Mendoza. 

A fecret ? 
Haft thou a fecret thou canft wifli to hide 
From the fond ey^^ of all-forgiving love I 

Marcella. 
I have : for thee thou darling of my foul,. 
And for my father's peace, 1 ftrongly wifh'd 
To bear it with me to an early grave. 
And hide its painful horrors in tiie>ihade 
Of haften'd death : bur, like the inbred fire. 
That burns its paJage thro* the groaning earth,. 
Struggling, it burfts from my convulfive bolbm,. 
And all the blazing ruin rufhes on thee« 

Mendoza. 
Amazement I— Thou haft petrified my heart : 
Yet fj-eak ! whatever wretchednefs awaitsi me,^ 
I wiih to hear it from no jips but thine^. 

Marcella. 

Thou generous objedl of my fatal love?— 
Wretch as I am, how (hall I bear the pangs^ 
The keener pangs, I'm deftin'd to infli^ 

0» 
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On the pure heart I wilh'd to make mod happy ? - 
IlI-ftarT'd Mendoza ! deir, deluded youth ! 
Thou fondly think'ft thou'ft taVen to thy bofom 
A fpotlefs form of purity and truth ;, 
But oh ! "tU tViin'd by complicated crimes. 
Too horrible for utterance. 

Mendoza. 

Can it He ? 
Who but thyfelfHioiild call thee bafe, and live? 
Thou can ft not be fo: yet, I pFa.y thee, fpeak 
The. dreadful purport labVing on thy lips L 

Marcella. 
By Heaven I cannot f anguil^ (hame, remorfe 
Stifle my words. — Here let roe fill before thee f 
In pity both to me and to thyfelf 
Kill the vile wretch thus groveling at thy fcet^ 
Before iier guilty tale (hall freeze thy blood. 

Mendoza. 
Rife, thou dear AifTrer ; I conjure thee fpeak — 
No words, how horrible foe'*er their import. 
Can torture more than this foul-hirrowing filencc. 

Marcella. 

Lupercio 

Mendoza. 
What !— Thou knew'ft not of his murder ! 
Marcella. 
Hernandez 

Mendoza. 
Ha !. was he the black aflaiTin ? 

Mailcella. 
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I Makcblla. 

I I did not place thfe poniatd itt his hafrd ; 

i I did not aft: for blood ! but my bafe f^lfhood, 

1 Falfliood the offspring of my l-ove to thee, 

■ Led to that bloody deed. 

IMfeNB02A. 
My bndeamiirdVefe! 

Marcella. 
Look not upon m« thus ! I cannot be^r 
The fierce abhorrence of thofc nagry «yes. 
Plunge thy (Word here, ^d give me gentler death ! 

MfKOOZA. 

Thou oaii^ ftot bfc fo guilty. Thotl haft injured 
Thy own foft hcfart. — Uafoid tii« feCal ftory. 

Marcella. 
Thou'rt yet to hear accumulated horrors. 
To make me ftill itiore loathforhe t3 thy fight : 
But f can liiBV6r fpeak them.— Kill me ! kill ite ! 
In mercy thd Tny iftifeti^s, before 
The ]i^htii'i.ygt)f my fiithw'r*8 indignation 
<:trik.es his dctelled daoghtei" ihC^ 4uft. 

MeM>02A. 

V/oulci 1 could fave Wm from the pangs 1 feel! 
]3ut 'cis impolublc, if t1«>a fttt guilty. 

MarcelLa. 

It is, it is — then fave me from his wrath ! 
Save my departing fpirit from his curie. 
And dcrath may then atone for my o«Tences. 
1 only wi(h to die by that dear hand ; 
For eh I Mendgzd, lud not my fond heart 

Doated 
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Doatcd upon th^e with unbounded love. 
We ne'er had known this miferable hour. 

Mendoza. 
•Tis true, thou lovely criminal ! — O Heaven ! 
Why was (he fram'd with fuch pernicious beauty ? — 
I dare not truft myfelf to gaze upon thee 
In this wild tumult of my madd'ning foul.— 
Reft in this chamber, and reflrain thy tears. 
While 1 regain forae little ufc ofrealbn. 
To hear more calmly all thy wretched tale. 

iHe leads Marcel la weeping to the adjoining chamber^ 
andclofes the door upon her^ 

Mekdoza. 
What^s to be done ? my dizzy foul, thus falling 
From joy *8 bright fummit to thefe depths of horror^ 
Lofes the faculty of thought — Here, Lopez \ 
Go ! bring Hernandez inftantly before me ! 

Enter the Governor. 
My father! are you come ? I wilhM your prefenco. 
Yet I would freely part with life, to fave you 
From the dread fcene we muft fufkin together. 

Governor. 
What means Mendoza ? — whence thy alter'd vifage ? — 
Vv hat new affli<Stiun r — where's my hapkfs child? 

Mendoza. 
Thou brave, thou good, afleftionate old man. 
It wounds my foul to tell thee, that rhy roof 
Harbours the murderer thy juftice feeks. 
Behold, he comes to anl'wer for his crime! 

[Lopez and dlhir Servants iring in Hernandez. 

Governor,. 
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Governor. 
flemandez! — Art thou certain of his guilt? 
Or whence is thj' furmife ? 

Mendoza. • 

Hear and decide • 
Thou faithlefs fervant, who haft ftain'd a life 
Of long integrity by one black deed, 
J charge thee with the blocd of that brave youth 
Thy mafter call'd his friend. — Say I art thou able 
To plead thy innocence ? — Thou need'ft not fpeak i 
Thy guilty features anlwer thy accufer. 

Hernandez (aftde^) 
The traitVefs has betray M me : then, revenge^ ^ 
Thou art the only fweet that I can tafte. 
And I will banquet on thee. 

Governor. 
If thou art 
So bafe a roonfter of ingratitude^ 
Prepare thyfelf for tortures. 

Hernandez. 

Spare thy threats. 
Thou know'ft not yet the partner of my guilt : — 
Thou would not chufe to fee thy daughter's beauty • 
Expos'd a mangled vidtim in thofc ftreets. 
Where neyer eye furveyM her pafling form 
But with delight or envy ! 

Governor. 

Slanderous rulBan ? 
Dar'ft thou prophane the virtue of my child ?■— 
But her pure Ibul could no more league with thine^ 
Than Heaven's moft favor'd angel could dcfcend 

To 
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To aid the hellifh plots of that arch fiend 
Who prompted thee to perpetrate this murder. 

Mendoza (^^if /^ Hernandez^) 
Peace, villain ! and if e'er thou hop*ft for mercy, 
Refpeft the feelings of a wounded father ! 

Herkakdez. 

Talk not to me of mercy — I defpife h,-^ 

Death ife, I knoi^, ray portion; but its pang» 

Are turnM to tranfport by ray rich reVengr. 

Tot) long the jefts of mocbety were lavith'd 

On my mifhapen form and ardent love. 

One gibing youth has paid me with his life. 

For infojent deridon ; and o*er thee. 

Thou haughty hu(band, thou fiir golden linage. 

Whom beauty worfhips unconftrain'd, o'er rhee 

My triumph rifes to a prouder height 

Of bold revenge, I have enjoy'd ihy bride. 

Mendoza. 
Thou blood-ftdinM lyar, hence ! — Away with him 
To ftridt confinement in your deepell dungeon ! 

Hernandez. 
• Bite thy proud frantic lip, in favage hope 
To Us my crooked bod)j on the wheel 
Crufli'd, and cxpos'd a public fpe6lacle f 
My vengeance is confummate ; but for thine, 
* ris the vain menace of prefumptuqus pride. 
Which courage laughs at :-— I elcape it thus. 

[StaSs himjelf. 
Mendoza. 

Thou haft indeed eluded the flow hand 
Of human juftice^ but thou canft not foil 
The furer vengeance of high-jadging Heaven* 

Governor* 
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Governor. 
po I bring thy wife f flie muft appear this inftant. 
Tie form of injur'd innocence muft draw 
From the pale lips of this expiring villain 
Th' avowal of his f^ilihpod. 

Hernandez. 

My dim eyes 
Are clofingy and in this deceitful world 
Shall look no more upon her fatal beauty : 
But in the next — O mercy ! [Dies, 

Governor. 
Where is my daughter ? 

Marcella (entering) 

Here's the haplefs being. 
Who once was proud of that endearing name : 
The' fallen, lefs guilty than the world miglu judge me> 
From the bafe infult of this bleeding wretch, 
Whofe crimes are clos'd by death ; yet O ! my father, 
Too vile to claim thy kindnefs, or to live. 

Governor. 

Wrong not thyfelf ! thou art all innocence. 

Marcella. 

Thou dear, deluded parent — 'twas my wi(h 
To die, and not deprive thee of a thought. 
In which thy virtuous fpirit would have found 
Sweet confolation for thy loft delight. — 
I wiih'd a little longer to fupport 
This wretched being, that I might not (lain. 
By my accelerated fate, this manfion. 
The dear afylum of thy honour' J age ! 

But 
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Bui my gall'd fpirit, never form'd to bear 
The heavy load of unacknowledg'd guilt. 
Sunk in its painful efforts to fuftain it. 
Hence the quick end of that abhorr'd afTaflin ! 
And hence thy child, atoning now by death 
For her conceal'd offences, thus implores thee 
To pardon, and to Isiefs her parting fpirit! 

Governor. ,■ 

O thou dear fufferer ! whatever thy failing^ji 
Attempt not aught againft thy precious life! 

Mfnboza, 
Live, I conjure thee, and the tears of love 
Shall walh th' ideal blemilh from thy heart. 

Marcella. 
My generous hulband ? let rae Ipeak that name. 
Still precious to me, tho"* fo ralhly purchasM f 
Think not thy injurM bride defign'd to give 
To thy chafte bed a vile diflionouiM partner, . 
Tho' forcibly difhonour'd ! 

Governor. 

Ha, my child ! 
Haft thou endur'd from that atrocious ruffian-— 

Marcella. 
O good my father, a(k not my faint voice, 
Which foon will fink in everlafting filence, 
T' unfold a tale, whofe utterance would call 
Shame's burning blulh to the pale cheek of death.— 
My vital faculties, but I have left 
A friendly poifon has already numb'd 
A written legacy of fatal tondncfs. 
In which, unlels my blotting tears have marrM it, 
You'll read what I have done, and what endur'd. — 
Nay, weep not ! both of you may love me dead. 
Living you could not. 

Men, 
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(Mendoza. 
Could affeftion refcue 
Tlj beauty from the grave, thou IhouldM not die. 
Marcblla. 

II knowf ye generous fpirits, death will cancel 
^n your kind mem'ries all my fatal errors : 
And hence its pangs are welcome. — One bafe purpofe 
ProducM thefe fcenes of unexpeded horror; 
But Heaven has wilPd that crime fliould quicken crime 
To ftiew the danger of one devious ftep 
From the clear paths of probity and truth. — 
My dear Mendoza ! thou wilt not deny me 
The title of thy wife to grace my tomb. 
And I (hall deep in peace, — Confole my father. 
And let him find in thee a worthier child ! 
I had a heart to reverence his virtues. 
But not- the ftrength to imitate. — O Pleaven ! [DUu 

Mbndoza, 

'*Tis gonef 'tis fled? the lovely foul. 
That could not brook the fhadow ofdifhonour ! 
Thy monument ft all be the nuptial bed 
On which Mendoza will recline, and breathe 
His faithful fondnefs to thy lill'ning fpirit. 
Nor will I flight the dear and hallov/M trufl, 
Bequeath'd by filial piety, to fl)ield 
V/ith conftant care thy father's honoured age, — 
Unhappy father ! round the livid brcaft 
Of his loft child in fpeechlefs agony 
His arms are riveted I — Aid me to raife. 
And bear him gently from this Cc^zi cf death ? 
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TWO CONNOISSEURS- 



A r T I. 

SCENE L Chambers in the Temple. 
Tom Carelefs and Mr. Cjcle. 

Carelcss, 

Whatever the fuccefs of your journey may 

be. 
My ciear rural fage, you are welcome to me : 
Your benevolent proje^s I hope you'll complete^ 
By this trip from your fnug fcientific retreat. 
In return for amufement you've given me there. 
By your fine apparatus, and lectures on air, 
111 fliew you the town ; and the town is a fciencc. 

H a \\v. 
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Mr. Cycle. 
On my tutor, dear Tom, I've perfect reliance. 
For I know in that ftudy what vigils you've kept. 

Careless. 
*Tis the only one, truly where Vm an adept; 
For as to the law, that's the fciecce of thorns. 
And tho* its black robe my lean figure adorn9> 
Perhaps twice a year, for my father's good pleafure, 
Tve renounced, I confqfs, both its toil and its treafure* 
From my fapient Lord Coke this advantage I gain; 
He led me to find out a flaw in my brain. 
That title ! on which, as wife parents have done. 
My father laid claim to the feals for his fon. 

Mr. Cycle. 

Such language, dear Tom, is in truth but a brogue. 
That betrays the young heir as an indolent rogue. 
•Tis the cant of ye all — ye wants talents to drudge. 

Careless. 
Well! think me, my friend, wife enough for a judge, 
I ftill mufl: rejoice I have nothing to do. 
As my heart now inclines me to wait upon you. 
I wifli I could raife you the cafh you require. 
But you know I depend on a clofe-handed fire. 
Who promifes largely, and often has faid 
He will make me a Crxfus whenever I wed ; 
But to drive me, I think, to the conjugal ftate. 
Keeps the purfe of the batchelor woefully ftraitj 
And guineas at prefent are fcarce, to my forrow. 
How much are you now come to London to borrow ? 
Two thoufand, d'ye fay ? 

Mr 
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Mr. Cycle, 

Yes ! two thoufand at leail. 
And perhaps rather more, as my plan is increas'd. 
I wifh for no profit, but public efteem ; 
And much good to the world mufl arile from my fcheme* 

Careless, 
Well ! I wifh you may profper, but, as I'm a finner, 
I as foon fhould expert a roaft Phenix for dinner. 
As in times like the prefent fuch loans from a friend. 
When Opulence has not a (liver to lend. 
You philofophers look with contempt upon cafh ; 
But the fools of this town are fo fond of the trafh. 
That as you're a chemift, both (kilful and bold, 
You had bed try to make a few odd lumps of gold $ 
And this newly-found art you may try with lefs coft. 
Since to botcow with eafe feeras an art that is loft. 

Mr. Cyclf. 
Dear Carelefs you're welcome to rally my hopes ^ 
So attack them with all your rhetorical tropes ! 
The man is ill-wrapt in philofophy's cloak, 
Whofe bofom is ruffled, dear Tom, by a joke. 
I know money's fcarce ; yet I will not defpond: 
I've two friends who'll fupply what 1 want, on ray bond* 

Careless. 

What ? two fuch good friends ! fo rich, open, and free ! 

Dear Cycle, I pray introduce them to me i 

For not one of that caft my long lift can produce : 

Why ! man, fuch a friend is the golden-egg'd goofe ; 

You may hunt for the bird e'en as long as you're able. 

But at laft you will find it is only a fable. 

I wanted but one hundred pound, t'other day. 

And alk'd fifty friends, that chance threw in my way, 

H 3 ^^\. 
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But they all fliook their heads, with a negative nod. 
So I dunn'd my old father, in fpite of the rod. 
But pray do I know the good creatures you mean ? 

Mr. Cycle. 

Aye ! both. — They're two friend^ whom for years Tve 

not feen ; 
But in juvenile days I held each as my brother. 
And I truil that we all are flill dear to each other. 
You're acquainted with Beril — 

Careless. 

Well ! there, I corfefs. 
Your wifhes have fome little chance of fuccefs. 
If there's one in the world, who, regardlefs of pelf, 
Would relieve a friend's wants, tho* he ftraiten'd him- 

felf. 
You have now nam'd the man. Yet perhaps he can't 

lend : 
I know he has fuiFer'd by aiding a friend j 
And I fancy he has but a (lender edate. 
•Tis true, he ne'er plays, tho' careft by thegreat j 
Yet in ftatues and books he's expenfive, 'tis faid-— 
I have feen him bid high for a porphyry head. 

Mr. Cycle. 

*Tis hard, fortune (Ifll fhould torment htm with croiTes i 

I footh'd him to bear the fevered of loiles : 

I was with him, when bladed in youth's blooming charms 

His lovely Sophia was torn from his arms. 

You knew not, I think, that unfortunate fair. 

The vidlim of cruelty, love, and defpair. 

She was bound to our friend by a mutual aflTedtion, 

But her rich fordid parents oppos'd the connection. 

The 
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The canker of forrow inceflTantly preyM 
On the periihing bloom of the delicate maid : 
Her duty, her fufPrings, made nature relent. 
And wrung from her father a tardy confent ; 
But death render'd vain the late fandion he gave. 
And his child's bridal bed was the pitilefs grave. 
Many years have, now foften'd the lover's wild grief: 
Perhaps fome new beauty now yields him relief. 
He's fliirfingle, I think? 

Careless. 

Yes ! in learning and art 
He has fought the chief balm for the wounds of his 

heart } 
Hence a pleafing mild elegance runs thro' his Hfe ; 
And had I a lifter I'd wifb her Im wife— 
But now for your fecond fxttnd f — What is hta name ? 
For acquaintance with him too I'll certainly claim. 
You fay that I know him : come ! tell me who is it ! 

Mr. Cycle. 
Yes ! indeed, it is one whom you frequently vifit. 
And here you muft own, that my hopes are well fouBd* 

ed. 
Since in kindnefs and wealth he has ever abounded ; 
And a legacy lately 

Careless. 

You dont, mean Bijou^ 
That colIe€ter of knick-knacks ? 

Mr. Cycle. 

Indeed, torn, I do, 
I've a title to alk any favor from him : 
He has fome little vanity, fome little whim. 
Yet (till he's a friendly, benevolent man. 

H 4 Careless. 



136 THE TWO CONNOISSEURS t 

Careless. 

You may rap at his door — but get in if you can ! 

Your friendy when you faw him, was jocund and free^ 

His heart full of bounty, his fpirit of glee ; 

His vanities too had fb mirthful a cafl. 

That Friendfhip hcrfelf even wilh'd them to laft. 

But Marriage, that changer of mind and of feature^ 

Has made poor Bijou quite a different creature. 

Mr, Cyclf^ 

I am told that his wife, with a pocket well laden. 
Was a little, fat, ancient^ andwell-behavMrnaklen^ 
Who, having a fi mi far tafte for virtu. 
Put her cabinet under the care of Bijou* 

Careless. 
Yes, indeed ! in an odd fit of amorous hunger^ 
He married an old curiofity-monger. 
Who is ready to faint, if a vifitor knocks 
While ihe's brufbing the duft from her raree-fhew bofc. 
Her maid t'other day threw her into a fwoon. 
By cracking the eye of a great ftuff*d baboon j 
For indead of young children, whofe troublefome noife 
Might dklurb their fedate, tjiftfojical joys. 
She fills their fine houfe with new monllers or mummies.. 

Mr. Cycle. 
Of your ftory,. dear Tom, T perceive what the fum is. 
You don't like the lady r (he may not pleale }ou^ 
And yet be an excellent wife for Bijou. 
1 am told file has really much merit and tafte. 
In her morals they lay (he's remarkably chafte i, 
So with lectures, perhaps, (he has wounded your ear^ 
And you rakes of the Temple may tliink her levere. 

Careless* 
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Careless. 
No, faith ! with the lady I (land very well, 
1 bought her efteem with an old empty (hell. 
I own (he has pitty, morals, and fenfe: 
To chaftity no one will doubt her pretence. 
But tho' with thefe virtues I freely inveil her. 
My heart, I confefs, is inclin'd to deteft her. 
She has ruin'd her hu(band — at leaft fo I think j 
To a dwarf (he has made his benevolence (hrink. 
And pufPd up his vanity into a giant. 
To all her ftrange whims he's fo fervilely pliant. 
He'd obey her caprice, whatfoe'er it might hint. 
And deny himfelf bread to buy her an odd flint. 

Mr. Cycle. 
Why, Tom, that's a proof of his fond tender heart. 

Careless, 
To me it proves nought but her ladyfhip's art : 
And fo you yourfelf would explain the whole riddle. 
If you heard her once flatter his pencil or fiddle. 
As a more wretched brufh never blotted poor paper. 
And ne'er fqueak'd a Cremona beneath a worfe fcraper. 
Tho' pamper'd with flattery thus by his wife. 
Cur friend has quite lofl: all his humor and life ; 
And whenever 1 look on his cold chearlefs face. 
As he (hnds by the fide of his wife's foflil*-cafe, 
1 think her a perfe<5l Medufa, I own. 
Who has turn'd her poor hu(band himfelf into fl:one. 

Mr. Cycle. 
You loungers, dear Tom, in your idle difputes, 
Love to ridicule all life's amufmg purfuits : 
But they all have their ufe 5 and the lady who joys 
In colle^ing an odd fet of whimfical toys, 

H 5 \\. 
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Is herfelf a rare gem, that my judgment regards. 
More than all the fair votaries of fcandal and cards. 
I know I fhail like her, in fpite of your ftriflure. 
And Pm going to fee how you've faiPd in her pidture. 
My old friend's good -will I Ihall put to the trial. 
And folicit his aid without fear of denial. 

Cahelbss. 

Come along f— ^-I will fee if your welcome is hearty ; 

Indeed I may fcrve you by joining the party. 

And I'm eager to know (for my portrait is true) 

What you tfcink of the change Ihe has wrought in Bijou. 

To a knowledge of nature I ne'er will pretend. 

If, when you have feen, in the,houfe of our friend. 

All the natural rarities rang'd in a glafs. 

You don't rank his heart in the petrified clafs. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to a Draiving Room at Mrs. Bijou's 
nvitb a Door open into an interior Cabinet of Curio^ 
Jities — Senjeral fluff'* d Creatures and other Rarities dif- 
covered in the Apartment* 

Joan, vjtth a Brujb. 
Lackaday ! would I once were well out of this houfe. 
Where I tremble to move, full as much as a moufe ! 
And Nanny's afraid to come into this room ; 
Indeed the poor creature can fcarce hold a broom. 
For my miftrefs, (be fays, has done nothing but beat 

her. 
Since (he brufii'd off the tail of the new alligator. 
I'v? a great mind to lay up my brulh on the (helf, 
An^leave madam to duft all her monfters herfelf. 
.Would my mafttr would make her, for thel'e (locks and 

ftones, 
A jrouDg little plaything of good fleih and bones ! 

But, 
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Bur, alas ! thefe old ladies who can't raife a baby. 

Are as full of nonfenfical maggots as may be. 

Aad our houfe is fo crammM with this whimfical juxxi« 

ble. 
That if you touch one thing, another will tumble. 
Madam fays, I mi fplace whatfoever I clean. 
But ril venture to wipe off the duft from this fcreen. 

Tirvws it demon* 
A plague take the things f they do nothing but fall. 
Lud \ my fingers have run thro' the cover and all. 

Taking up the Screen y and uncovering H. 
*Tis my matter's pew drawing — how madam will thua* 

der — 
This fine naked beauty I've torn quite afunder : 
And the rent muft be feen— I can thru ft my whole 

hand in. 
And I've no time to mend it — my miftrefs is coming — '* 

Mrs. Bi JOU (entering in a dark brcnvn Bed^gowxp 
with a Brujb of Peacock'' i Feathers.) 

Some new mifchief's done here. — Lord ! Joan, what** 

the matter ? 
I am fure you broke fomething, I heard fuch a clatter. 

Joan. 
Indeed, Ma'am, I've had a moft cruel difafter. 
The fcreen— 

Mrs. Bijou. 
What ! the beautiful work of your matter f 

Joan. 
My finger flip't thro', as I wip'd it in hafte. 
But I'm fure I can mend it again with fome pafte. 

M&St 
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Mrs. Bijou. 

You awkward, pert hufley ! pray let it alone ! 

Can pafte mend a flaw in a goddefs's zone ? 

Ye ftars ! give me patience ! — Get out of this door^ 

And pray let me never fet eyes on you more ! 

I knew I (hould fuffer as foon as you came. 

For taking a thing with fo gothic a name. 

Joan:. 
ril go — for I live but the life of a cur : 
Yet pray ! on my name do not throw any (lur f 
I am fure 'tis good Englifh, altho' it is Joan, 
And that's more than you're able to fay of your own. 

Ma . Bijou Centerings) 

What's the matter^ my dear? — What new plague from 

your maids ? 
You for ever are vext by thefe peftileiit jades : 
If bred in this town, you objedt to their morals ; 
If ruftics, they break all your glafles or corals. 
Let 'cm come whence they will, tiiey bring trouble and 

ftrife. 
And your quarrels have made me half (ick of my life. 

Mrs* Bijou. 

Don't fay fo f — You know, my dear Mr. Bijou, 
I take no young maids, out of fondnefs to you ; 
And thefe middle-aged creatures are all fo unhandy. 
They make me as fretful as old Mr. Shandy. 
But, my dear, if you fee me fometimes in a flame, 
I think you won't fay that ray temper's to blame : 
•Twas my love for the works of yoiir delicate hand. 
Which product an emotion I could not command. 

If 
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If I rated old Joan in a great agitation, 

1 am fure you will own I had much provocation. 

When you fee this fad caufe of the buftie between us : 

She has utterly i:uin'd your very bed Venus, 

This new lovely drawing ! the joy of all eyes ! 

1 vow I could cry. — 

Mr. Bijou. 
What fweet fofcnefs ! —fte crtes ?— 
Thefe feelings, indeed, prove the true connoi/reiir: 
This ill treatment of Art her fine fenfe can't endure. 
Henceforth, of my works let them fay what they will. 
No painter can boaft fuch a tefl of his (kill. — 
Co;Tie, cheat up, my dear Cognofcente ! come ! come ! 
I can mend it again with a brufh full of gum. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
D'ye think you can mend it ? — and won't it look brown^ 
If you don't hide the (kin with the (kirt of a gown ? 
' Twould be pity to cloak up a body fo fine, 
Efpecially fince you have drawn it from mine. 
And you know I caught cold, when I flript to the vfMp 
To fit for the figure, in true attic tafte : 
But I did it from fondnefs, that you might not roam. 
And wickedly hunt after models from home. 
To be fure 1 love art — but all artifts, they fay. 
By their ftudies of nature are tempted to ftray ; 
And 1 own that your genius gives me great alarms. 

Mr. Bijou. 
My dear, tender creatuie I pray truft your own charms ! 

Mrs. Bijou. 
AfFedlionate terrors will rife in my head. 
I was jealous, I own, t'other day of the dead. 
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Mr. Bijou. 
What fond fenfibility ! exquifite feeling I 

Mrs. Bijou. 

I liope I was wrong, but ftrange fancies wHl (leal in. 
When fondnefs has open'd the heart to fufpicion. 
You're fo dear to the females of every condition : 
But, I hope. Lady fancy bird was not fo vicious ; 
Ther^i was nothing, indeed, in her air meretricioui: } 
Yet a jealous pangfeiz'd me, I own, when I found 
That by will fhe bequeath'd to you three thoufand pound* 
• ris true, that a legacy's very commodious j 
Yet the money appears to me utterly odiou?, 
Wheii I think it was polFibly meant as the price 
Of endearments, to which Ifce had art to entice. 
And not in return for the pictures you drew. 
Of her parrot, her buU-fmch, and old cockatoo. 

Mr. Bijou. 
Lord! my dear, if fuch phantoms your quiet confume,. 
You will make the old lady jump out of her tomb* 
•Tis true, that i flatter'd her favourite pailion. 
As I love to be well with old ladies or fafhion : 
But pray don't fuppofe, I was e'er fo abfurd 
As to firoke her pale cheek for the pole of her bird. 

Mrs. Bijou. 

Ah ! yea humorous man, you've fuch infinite wit. 
You can turn to a jefl whatfoe'er you think fit ! — 
But my heart on this point can be never at eafe, 
Unlefs you'll allow me to fpend as I pleafe. 
Half the money, of which you're fo oddly pofleft^ 
And then I (hall think it an honeft bequeft. 
Befides, there's an auction at Lady Toy-Truckle's, 
And I long for a rap at the Duchefs's kaucUes, 

Who 
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Who out-bid me, you know, t'other day, for a ihell. 
'Tis all for your credit. 

Mr. Bijou. 
Well t well ? my dear, well ! 
I never refufe you the ca(h 1 can ipare. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
You are fure I (hall turn it to Ibmething moft rare : 
Fcr indeed I'm no pitiful hoarder of pelf j 
And i*ve now let my heart on fome true ancient delfl 

Mr. Bijou. 
'Tis time you were drefl. 

Mrs. Bijou. 

As 1 live, there's a rap ^ 
I'm not fit to be feen, in this bed-gown and cap. 
Run ! and charge them, my deur, not to let in a foul ?— 
Wich my cabinet duft I'm as black as coal, 

Mr . Bijou (looking out.) 
I'm too late. 

Mrs. Bijou. 

For my orders they don't care a pfn j 
And to vex me, old Joan has let fomebcdy in. 
I'll efcape — I can't bear to be i^^n in this trixH. 

Mr. Bijou. 

'Tis only Tom Carelcfs — you need not mind hiau 

Enter Carelefs and Mr. Cycle. 

Careless. 

Here, good folks ! I have brought you a very rare bird • 

'Tis five years fince his notes in this town have been 

heard, 

Mx, 
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Mr. Bijoa. 
Mr. Cycle ! my worthy, old friend ! how d'ye do ? — 
Give me leave to prefent to you Mrs. Bijou ! 

Mrs. Bijou. 

I'm alharaM to be found in this garb. 

Mr. Bijou. 

O ! my dear. 
From a man of true fcience you*ve nothing to fear; 
He'll freely allow, for he's candid and juft, 
Philofophical ladies muft dabble in duft. — 
Mr, Cycle, my wife is a curious collector : 
In natural knowledge I hope you'll direQher ; 
You are mafter of all, from the earth to the ftars. 
And may aid her in ranging her foflils and fpars. 

Mr. Cycle. 
She ihall freely command all the little I know. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
You're extremely obliging, dear Sir, to fay fo ! 
But I cannot attend you in this dufty veft. 
r.l foon flip it off. 

Careless. ' 

You fha'n't ftir, I proteft. 
To talk of your drefs, my dear Ma'am, is a joke. 
To a fage, who exifts but in chemical fmoke. 
Your robe is indeed like the robe of Saint Bruno, 
Yet ftill by your air we might take you for Juno, 
While the tail of your peacock, that type of com- 

mand. 
With fuch dignity waves m your awful white hand. 

Mna. 
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Mrs. Bijou. 
You*re a young faucy creature ! 

Mr. Cycle. 

Thefe idle rogues. Madam, 
More like fons of the Serpent, than children of Adim^ 
Are apt to efleem it a dull occupation. 
To (ludy the wonders of this fair creation : 
And hence they all rally, with humor ill-plac*d, 
Thofe who feek for amufement in icience and taile. 

Mr. Bijou. 
Well faid f Mr. Cycle— Pm glad that Virta 
Has found both a friend and a champion in you. 
Come and peep at my wife's philofophical treafure ! 
I hope you'll furvey it again, at your leifure. — 
My dear, d'ye allow me to (hew your niufeum? 
l*m exa6l in all matters of tuum and f/t^au 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Mr. Cycle, I'm fure, is a priviledg'd man. 

Mr. Bijou. 
It w open. — Come, Sir! 

[£>//, ivtfb Mr. Cycle, into the interior Apartment* 

Mrs. Bijou. 

Tell me, Tom, if you can^ 
Is not this Mr. Cycle a man of great worth. 
Who wrote a moil excellent book on the Earth. 

Careless. 

•Tis the author hirafelf j and I know not what college 
Can (hew his fuperior in virtue and knowledge. 
He's a man of few words, with a heart and a mind 
Ever bulled in fchemcs for the good of ihankind \ 
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And he now vifits London, in hopes to procure 
Some fupport in a plan for relieving the poor. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
The poor ! — of their name Tm alarm'd at the mention : 
Mr. Cycle, indeed, may have no ill intention. 
But I fear he'll involve my good hufband in trouble— 
Thefe projedts of charity end in a bubble. 
The poor are ungrateful, diforderly vtrretches. 
Who can (hi ft for themfelves by their tricks and theiji 

fetches » 
They deferve not a learned phrlofopher's thought* 

Careless. 

Your pardon ? — He'll think, if he thinks as he ought^ 
That Philofophy, drawing from Heaven her birth^ 
Is the fcience of foft'niog the evils on earth. 
By your fears you have done our friend infinite wrongs 
For tho' his heart's tender, his judgment is ftrong : 
To the proje6ts of Folly he never can (loop — 
Fhilanthropby's friend is not Phantafy^s dnpet 

Mrs. Bijou. 

Why, Carelefs ! you talk in a language quite new : 
Who could dream of a charity-fermon from you } 

Careless. 
Oh \ a cobler can preach, when his fpirit's inflara'd. 
Mine is apt to blaze forth, if I hear a friend blam'd $ 
And indeed I can't (lifle my heart's ebullitions. 
When fuch good folks as you harbour vile fuppofitions. 
But I'm Cure you'll forgive all the warmth I have (hewn. 
When the worth of our friend is to you better known. 
If you're angry, 1 know that your anger will ceafe. 
When you heai on what terms I can purchafe my peace. 

A (hell 



I 
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A (hell I can bring you — my intereft fuch is — 
Very like what you lately gave up to the Duchefs. 
Perhaps 1 may give it you — 

Mrs. Bfjou. 

You're a good foul- 
As large as her Grace's, and perfeftly whole ? 

Careless. 
Yes, I think *tis as large, and in colour a& high. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Are yoa Aire of its ibape ? 

Careless. 

Do you queftion my eye ? 
ril convince you Pm right ^ kt us inflantly look 
At the fine colourM plates in your great Daniih book. 

Mrs. Bijou. 

Come — ^yott give me more joy than Vm able to fpeafc— 
I can't bear that her Grace fhould poiTefs an Unique^ 
\Jbey retire into the interior Apartment, fr^m whence 
Mr. Bijou and Mr^ Cycle return. 

Mr. Bijou. 
This fcheme, my good friend, does you honor indeed. 
In a bufinefs fo noble I hope you'll proceed ; 
And may you accomplilh your utmoft defires. 
In railing the fum which your project requires !•— 
Pray look at this new little drawing of mine ! 
Don't you think it an elegant pretty defign } 

Mr. Cycle. 
Very lively indeed! — But, my friend, you forget 
What I've faid on the point cf incurring this debt. 
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Do not fly from the fubje£t f — I hate all evafion : 
I muft fay for your aid 1 have ferious occafion. 
You know what I've a(k*d, and in alking I deem. 
That I give you a proof of my copdial efteem. 
In a poor-h5ufe myfelf I would rather work hard. 
Than apply thus to one whom I did not regard. 

Mr, Bijou. 
Mr. Cycle, I know you're a man without guile. 
And you think m a noble and fingular ftyle ; 
But if alking fof caih is of love a fure teft. 
With afFedtionate friends all the wealthy are blefL. 

Mr. Cycle. 

I have done, as I fee that you wifli to evade 
A requeft, that 1 thought I with juftice had made j 
As you know, when of fortune you felt a reverfe. 
You had once the command of my profperous purfcj 
And fince yau of opulence now are pofTed, 
More enrichM too of late by a friendly bcquefl:^ 
1 fuppos'd, without trouble — 

Mr. Bijou. 

Dear Cycle, *tis true 
You (hall have it ^ but mum [ towards Mrs. Bijou 

Mr. Cycle. 
O f I now underftand all the caufe of demur ; 
And if that is the cafe, I have done, my dear Sir. 
At the hazard of difcord the fum you (ha*n't lend }. 
In family ftcife Til not plunge my old friend. 

Mr. Bijou. 
Do not think me a flave ! — there's no danger of flrife 
But you'll find, if you e'er try the conjugal life, 
h is bcft not to waken the frowns of a wife. 

BefH 
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Belides. there is furely no reafon why you 
Should talk on fuch buflnefs Co Mrs. Bijou. 

Mr, Cycle. 
There is certainlj none — you ihall do as you pleafe* 

Mr. Bijou, 
One thoufandy my friend, I can fpare you with eafe ) 
''Tis the fum I (hall go to receive very (bon ; 
If you'll call here again^ you (hall have it by noon. 
And to tell you thetruth, I would have you make haftcy 
Left my wife (hould demand it for matters of tafle. 
When an auction is near, (he is apt to be raih» 
In laying her hand upon all cny loofe cafh ^ 
And as (he is thought fo judicious a buyer. 
Her elegant wilhes I feldom deny her^ 
Yet 'tis time to grow prudent : — but hu(h 1 here they 

come. 
Remember my charge— dear philofopher, mum I 
EHt€r Mrs Bijou and Carelefs. 

Mrs^ Bijou, 
my dear! I'm in raptures: my young friend has cur'd 
Ail the bitter vexation I've lately endur'd. 
Now in (bells by the Duchefs 1 am not furpaft 1 
Tom will bring me the fellow to what (he bought laft, 

Mr, Bijou. 
He's exceedingly kind ! — But, my dear, it grows late | 
Remember the gueft, whom you muft not make wait. 
Old Baron Van-Bettle^s appointed to-day 
Your curious colle6lion of flies to furvey ; 
Asfome bu(inef8 abroad will oblige me to leave him, 
i entreat you, my dear, to be dreft to receive him. 

i Tliefefiieads will excufe you. 

1 Mrs. 

4 r 
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Mrs. Bijou. 

ril bid them fare 
Mr. Cycle, your fervant! — Remember the (hell 

Mr. Bijou. 

my friend ! you*ve a thoufand new drawings 

1 can tell you, our artifts grow jealous of me. 

Joan (entering^baftily^) 
Sir, a coach is juft ftopt, and a man with a ilai 

Mr. Bijou. 
Od's life! I muft leave you, to wait on the Ba; 

Mr. Cycle. 
I beg we mayn't keep you. 

Mr. Bijou. 
My good friends, adieu ! 
Dear Cycle ! pray meet me again here at two ! 
I am forry Pm forc'd thus to part with you no' 
But for fuch an engagement Pm fure youMl all< 
For the flies are all rangM in the parlour below. 
And a gueft like the Baron one can't leave, yo 
As the key's in the cafe, he perhaps might unl 
And whip the beft butterfly into his pocket. 
* Tis a law with the curious to watch a colle6l< 
And you never muft truft him without an infp< 

Careless. 
Now, my friend, what d'ye fay to the portrait 
V/ere my colours too dark for good Madam Bij 
But how have you far'd in your money-petitic 
If you get it, I'll call you a mighty magician. 
I can tell you, that madam fufpecled a plot. 



\ 
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I Mr. Cycle. 

A I've his promifc — but ihall I accept it, or not ? 

J Careless. 

if you can, by all means I — 'twill be favM from her 
clutches, 

^A/ho would throw it away in out-bidding a Duchcfs : 
-^nd at auctions indeed fbe'd her hulband undo, 
^^ere (he not in her houfe quite a clofe-handed Jew. 
^^ut on laving a penny (he frequently ponders, 
"■^nd her avarice fcrapes what her vanity fquanders.-— 
^I^! if I were her matter, her whimfies I'd cure, 
'A.nd make a good wife of this vile connoiITeur. — 
i>Jow for Beril fhe's one of a different caft. 

Mr. Cicle, 
^omc along I — fince I faw him fome long years have 

paft. 
And I'm eager to dafp his affectionate hand. 

Careless, 

Stop a moment !— and anfwer me this one demand ! 
Don't you fee a fad change in our poor friend be- 
low ? 
Where's the lively companion, the humourous beau ? 
All his pleafantry's gone — 

Mr.. Cycle. 

I confefs, by his caFriage, 
He feeras to be renderM more ferious by marriage. 

Careless. 
By my life, I am griev'd, in thus feeing him grow 
The poor trumpeting Dave to his wife's raree-fhew. — 

Well!" 
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Well ! ye Gods ! if, whenever my nuprial ftar twinkle 
I fhould wed an old hunter of odd perimnkles. 
To engage her nice eye with unchanging attra^on, 
IMay 1 turn in her arms to a cold petrifaction f 

«NO OF THE FIRST ACT. 



A C T IL 

SCENE L An efegant Apartmeitt^ ornamente* 
with iz few Bujls and Books, a» large Statue covered 
hff and a Door open into d more extenfive Library* 

Mr. Beril and Harry, 

Mr. BfeRiL^ 

Xr R A Y, Harry, remove from the ftatue its cafei 
And be careful in clearing the duft from its baie« 

Harry% 
Diredly, Sir? 

Mr. Beril. 
Yes ! you mud inflantly do itb 
For my worthy Lord Seewell is coming to vieW it*-** 
Now, ray Iweet Lady Frances ! I foon Ihall behold 
All thy quick fenfibility wake and unfold : 

Thoc 
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Tboa wilt pay to this fculpture the tribute mod dear; 
Thou wilt prail'e the fine work by an eloquent tear, 
iJnieis by gay Harriot thy foftiiefs is cLeck'd. 
How I long in thy features to mark the eflfcdl 
^foduc^d by the wondeYs of exquifite art, 
On a delicate mind and a fenliMe heart! 
^ut why on thy paces Ao iMfbl'y dwell ? 
^^hy fiudy thofe charms, that I know but too wHl? 
*n my (lation^tis ma4aeCs to think of ihy hand^ 
* et^hou^^of all women in thJ3 lovely laud, ., 
Thou only could'' fl: fill, in my- deibl;ite bre^ft, 
^he place that my tender Sophia poiTeft. . 

Harry (adnmnciiig,) 
There, Sir, 'tis as neat as a new-twifted cord % 
^ut I hope you won't iell this fine thing to my Lord. 
^e'sa defperate bidder for ftone-work, I'm told ; 
Vet I hope you will keep it in Ipite of his gold. 

Mr^ Be ml. 
^0 you hope fo ?— rpray why ? — ^I (hould rattier have 
thought ' :? ' r 

^ou^d 1-ejoice if his lordlfcip the Itatue'iia(f "bought ; ' 
« Would iii^t you fome trouble. ' 

'"' '-'■ ' ■". .■•Harr'V.^-'^ '-:'■' '■ y '■' 

,■ . , For that I dpnY care. 

^ uy I wilb yon to keep ir, Vii freely deelare : — 
*'^e ohfervM, fince'tliefl^^y'that pow Mifs Sophy died, 
^ncj that's ftve yearsi 1 think, aextl Bpirch^pmev/wtidff^ 

^^ere ie only thisftatue, that's nciw in. oar (ight, 
^ Vrhich you'have feem'd ca cake any dtilight ; 
^^d if this saarHI e- woman )ioarh42irt.fQ3QT)gag^a«>( : /' 
^-fofe you4ln)uldl4Wht;trd'giye.u^aLy wages,: .:ij' il 

AoL. III. I Mr.' 
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Mr. Beril. 

Thou'it a generous lad, with an excellent heart f— 
fionefl Harry ! the ftatue and Ilhall not part. 
But I hear a coach ftcj) :— hade, and let my Lord in 

lExttlia 
Mr. Bbr j hi CalotifkJ 
Harry*s watmth is affefHng. — 'Tis pleafairt to wfa 
A regard'uncohftrainM from the low ranks of life, 
Whicfa^are falfeiy iiippoiiM'^ll of bafenefs andftrife. 
How miflaken fs he> ^60 incefTantly rave^. 
That domeftics^re nothing but idiots or knaves f 
When nature oftAines, with a luftre moil fervent^ 
In the zeal of an honeft, affectionate fervant. 

Enter Lord Sieewell, ivith Lady Frances aud La 
Harriot. 

Lord Seewell. 

Dear Beril, my ^Is would attend me, to fee 
Either you or ybur ftatue. — However tha^-tnay be, 
I knowyouUl allow them.a fight of your treafure, 

Mr. Beri>l. 
My Lord, I confefs, I had hopes of this pleafure; 
And my ft^ue henceforth 1 more highly (hall rate. 
Since to thati^xu in debt for an honor fo great. 

LiU>V HJiRfUCT* 

VM*t rightv Mr^ BerfJ :— I pray make it hnoim. 
That we. come for the fake of the marble alone ^ 
For tho^ ;we have bothatfisMr oaree»^ as I think. 
Yet oitf poof wpucatuins wiiliniiauicly f^nkp 
If *tis Qieid by ymrrneighbour, old Lady Siiap^Faiv 
Xhat iafteadof a ftatue, we viiit aman« 
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Mr. Beril. 

" ^n fpirit tnd worth there is aiiy refiawceg 
*-^y Harriot may fet every hag at defiance^ 
^d force even Scaadal in iiience to fit-^ 
if Qoc juft^to her tanocence, awM by her wit. 

Lady Harriot* 

Mj dear Sir, do not talk in Co pleafing a tone; 
If you do, I IhaVt refiih the filence of ftem^ 
And the ft»tae ''11 feem dull. — So pray ! tell us where ia 

it. 
Pray prefeiit ua to her that we'^re now eome to yilit. 

Mr. Beril. 
Kerens the lady you honour. \_SJbewiKg ibe Siant^ 

Lord SEEWEtL>. 

Indeed, tlii^k fine; , 
What perfe^ ^xpteifion ! what ftrength of d^fignl 

"Mt, Beril^ 
Pray? my dear Lady Frances, advance to the plaCe^ 
Which will give you, 1 think, the beft view oftb^^ees 
Tis the tender Alceftis, juft yielding her breathy . 
Oti the arm of her huiband reclining in death ^ 
And tho^pain o'*er her form fo much langour lias throwo> 
You may flill di(ceni beafitlea Kfembling your owik 

Lord SeewelL. 
Whence came it, dear Beril ?-*-''tia furely antique f 
The work, my good friend, is undoubtedly ^jb^ 
i fwear the Laocooft is not fo fine : , [ 

Hadl choice of the two, this, Tm clear, would he mina. 
The fubjeft more pleafing ! — expredion (iiW higher! — 
This Jong hidden treafure where could you acqutjre! 

I z M»v 
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Mr. Beril. 
I owe It to ^bance, to acknowledge the truth. 
And a princely and brave Neapolitan youth. 
Whom I luckily fav'd, in a villainous ftrife. 
From the dagger of jealoufy, aim'd at his life. 
The work was dug up on his father's, eftate. 
And, knowing my paflionfor marble is great. 
He nobly "haa fent me the gift in your view. 
In return for what accident led me to do. 

Lord. Seewell. 
'Tisiflic firft piece of fculpture perhaps on the eirth. 
And I hardly know how to appreciate it's worth ; 
But if ever you wifli to difpofe of the treafure, 
J'll accept it at three thoufand guineas with pleafure 

Mr. Beril. 
My Lofdy you nowfpeak with that liberal fpirit 
Which you ever difplay when you eftimate merit. 
Tho' I own works of art, of fuch high eftimation, 
Seem but ill to agree with my fortune and ftation. 
Yet thefe figures at prefent I wiflj to retain, 
Thx>''the wffli may appear oftentatious and vain. 
But, iftyLoird, if they e'er cljange their mafter anew 
They fliall find a more worthy pofleffor in you. 

Lady Harriot. 
Well ! ye dear connoifTeurs ! you amaze me, I own 
By the value you fet on this forrowful (lone. 
I indeed caii believe 'tis a fine piece of art ; 
But W btf^ k tor furnitdre !— -as 'to tiiy part, 
I'd, as foon o'er my houfe throw a fepulchi*e*s gloom. 
Arid VurcMfctrAm'WellhUnfter-Abbey a tomb* 
■ ' ■ ■ ^ 

Lc 
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Lord Seewill. 

VouVe a wild idle gipfy, and paft all correAingif • ^ 
You have not the lead relilh for what is aflfetlin^. 

L,^OY Harriot. 

Achat's your fault, dear Papa ; — but my fifter, you fee, 
^^ikes ample amends for this fjiling in me ^ 
^^e gazes, like you, with fuch ferious delight, 

"^aat (he's half turn'd to marble heifelf by the fight : 

* vow it has made her unable to fpeak, 

•^d has drawn a cold tear down her pecHBed check. 

Lady Frances. 
^'ay f my dear, don^t expofe me ! ■ ' 

Mr. Beril. 

O feek not to hide 
^"Jiaf nature defign'd your chief beauty and pride ! — 
jj^ith different charms (be enriches the earth ) 
^^ your fifter (he gave the fweet dimples of mirth ; 
^'^d, that each in her province nt rival may find, ' • • 
'^^^ thefoft penfive graces to you (he ailign*d. 

Ladt Harriot. 
^iicveme, you (hine, Mr. Beril, moft brightly, ' » 
I** the delicate fcience of praifing politely ; 
rj ^hich many beaux are fo favagely ftupid, 

^ey a Icalping-knife take for the weapon of Cupid 1 
^"^d to tickle one nymph, bafely fla(h every other.— 
*^ell j dear Frances, how are you ? 

Lady Frances. 
^ ' Indeed I can't fmother, 

/^hat I feel in furveying this wonder of art j 
^^ has fomething which takes fuch faft hold of the heart. 
T 3 In 
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In the faint dying wife fuch a fond reHgnacion f 
In the poor widowM hufband fuch wild agitation t 
Suchfovowl fadfanguiOit fuch love to^AIceflist 

Lady Harriot. 

That is trae ; but 1 know the whole ftory a jeft is i 
/^ni^ Mmetvn, I thrak, fuch a (huffling poltroon^ - 
That he moves roe bo more than the man in the moon.. 
A pitiful fellow ! to live, inhiscafe^ 
And )«t his poor wife pa& the Styx in his place 1 
Modem huA>ands^ indeed^ I believe would be merrj^ 
If theii wives la tbeir ftpad would crofs over tkax ferry« 

Mr^ Beril» 
But perhaps, Ma*aro^ you tUok that na fculba&d could 

find 
A younjr modern wife of AlcefttsVmmdl 

Lady Harriot. 
No! indeed^ iii,]f ^g^Ml^irl^f^re^tmydeapfifterFui, 
She*d bi wiUi^g tQ4ie^ |o prefefVQ bar good maa » 
But I owAibr myfel^ I OoulMoubt and d^mur. 
If I thought. Riy fpouie wi(hM his own uip to defer i 
Tho* myfelf to his fortunes l*d freely devote. 
If we both might embark at one tkne iir the boat» 
I confeA 1 ftould fcarce bc^wondroufly kind. 
As to fet fail myfelf, but to le«ve him behind. 

Harry (ent^ing^) 
TwQ gendem^n^ Sii» wilb to fee you below » 
Mr. Carelefs is one. 

Lord Skewell (to Mr.Beril.) 

Harriot's favourhe beau ! 
Ladv Harriot. 

Lord, PtoaJ Mi^ Bwilwill think m in Ipvc. 

Mr. 
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Mk. Bbkil (/^ Harry.) 
Let the gentlemen know we exped them above. 

[Ejeii Harry. 
Lof.^ Sebwcll. 
Tom and Harriot have long had ffirtationfl together. 
But their comtiUp hat changeable ht%, like the -weither : 
The improvident girl« chtnlctng lovers are plenty^ 
Declares fhe won't wed cilj (he^s paft one-and-twenty ; 
Nor e^en then take her beau, (in her charms fuch her 

truft is) 
Unlefs he bids fair to become a chief jndice i 
And Tom is the heir of too lar^ an eAate, 
To load his gay fpirit with Idtr'a heavy weight* 
But here comes our ydung Jaw^^^er^ (oairge his own plea t 

&iir .Care1ef» nW Mr. Cycle. 

Ma. Amii** 
My detr Tern ! howd^ye do2— nMy food Stan ! cm il 

be? 
Is it yott» my dear Cyck* my long»-aUcntfirkiid? 

Mr. Cycle* 
And ftill heartily yours. 

But why would you not iend^ 
And of your affe^oQ afford me a proof. 
By befpeaking your quarters here under my roof. 
However, Pm happy, that chance is fo kind. 
As to give me th* occadon I*ve long wifliM to find^ 
To prefent you to one, who, of all menjon earth, 
Is^mbft's^le to judge of your genius and worth.-— 
My dear Lord, to your notice now let me commend 
The man to whofe name you'te already a friend ! 
Behold Mr. Cycle ! 

I 4 Lo&t> 
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Lord Seev/fll. 
' ' Dear Sir, kt me Czj, - 
* That I often have wifriM for this f ^rninate day. 
Which makes me acqitairited with one whom I deer 
So juftly cntrtled to public efteem ; 
Whofc writings and life fliew in faireft alliance, 
Philanthropical virtue and genuine Iciem-e. • 

Mr. Cyclp. 
My good Lord, thefe arfc honours far more tlian my 
Yet I own with, delight 1 receive them frcm you i 
As you're l^d to o'er- rate my poor merits,.! feef. 
By this dear partial friend's kih'i aiTeStionatc leaK 

LoxD Sebwell. 
He Indeed is your frjend — I regard his ^j^plaufe ; 
But to wifli your acquaintance Tve ftfll higher cau( 
Be a/TurM I (hall thinktnjfcif trnly your debtor. 
If y6tt'ir- #▼€ ri!e^e^CTf«f^«of clciiowiiig'.yo* \kue 
iiither Beril or Carelefs will guide you to me |i 
] have iome things^ pet haps jc may pleafe jou to fat 
Yet no gem, 1 believe^^ that's. fo worthy )our fightj 
As a ftatue which Eeri*i "has juft brought to.li Jit^ 
Allow me to fl:ew it you — ' '^ '. ''."^^ ■*• 

^ Mr. Be R I L'prt!%dy^ 'Prances.) 

*' ■ fiwr tender bVeaW,'}, .. 

MydearXadyFftihc^Vlfear, is o^'pffeil:^ ;'■''' - 
By this fcuIptHrM diftrefs, the mere creature of art. 
Yet too painful a fceiie for fo feeling ai hean. • 

Lady Fra;kce&.. . . ,, ,. 
No, indee4 ! — at firft fight, tlia' it imade my veinjr th 
And I felt thro' nay bofoni: a cold' iicy chiil,^!^ . i . 
That imprelFionQncePYKr, livievvitag^iji. 'u ,.. 
With a foothing delight, unembitter'd by p??n.; • 

La 
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Lady Harriot (/^ Carelefs.) 
And pray. Sir, from ivbicb court of juftice comc you ? 

Careless. ■ 

^rom the woHhipful court of wife Madam Bijou ; 
^here, blind as old Themis, (he utters decrees 
On the price of ftufTd parrots and petrified trees. 

Lady Harriot. 
^ you mifchievous creature ! you certainly mean, 
«y rhe found of her name to awaken my fplcen i - 
J^ou know that the thought of her fid ens me quite^ 
And xhat I at her houfe mufl do penance to-night. 

Careless. 
^hcn I vow I'll be there, if it's oply- to fee 
"ow Mortification and you may agree : 
*^^en that gloomy ipright muft appear with fomi gi^Cfe,' 
*^it lurks in the Hues of fo lively a face. ' 

Lady Harriot. 
^n my gaiety dies when her prefence I come in ; 
^ o cramp-fifh couid give me a Ihock fo benumbing— 
^*^«'s my utter averfioo— 

Lord Seewell. 

Pray tell me, my dear, '. ^ 
^^ whom do you fpeak in a ftyle fo fevere.? . , ; , 



Lapy Harriot. ,» 

^^your friend, dear Papa, your good Mrs. Bijou. 

Lord Seewell. 
^Iiat's ungrateful, dear Harriot— ihe's civil to you ; 
"^^id you fliould not indulge a fatyrical vein. 

;^I 5 Lady 
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Lady Hahkiot. 

You toTfptf mj ilear Sir, how you often complain 
That her low little pride, and nonfenfical whim. 
Have reducM your old fttend to a pitiful trim ; 
And I chink ifte hai nade him lb gloomy a flave. 
She has pent her good man in Trophonius^s cave. 
Such to> him was the temple of Hyn^en ; for after 
He enterM its veftibule, — farewell to laughter. 

Load Seewbli:. 

Why, Harriot f you really are quite acrimonious: 
But ^you call wedlock the ^ave of Trophonius, 
Have a Care, if that cavern you chance to ftep near? 
You love laughing too well to re£gn it, my dear. 

Ladt Harriot. ^ 

Ao4 tfaeiefbre, cho* woo*d like the nymph of Tobofo, 

I never will marry an old.virtufo. 

Who thinks himfelf bleft with tafle, fcience, and worth, 

Becaufe he picks up all the odd things on earth. — 

When a paiBon for art, or for nature, is joinM 

With a warm fiiendly heart, and a liberal mind. 

I refpe^ the pure tade which that union produces. 

Free from vanity's fordid f^tadic abufes. 

Tho* I do n^ poilels it, I fee and commend 

Such tafte, ^r Papa, both in you and your friend; 

But I view with an utter contempt, I confefs, 

Thofe who awkwardly ape what you really poflefs : 

And for Mrs. Bijou, (he has juft as much foul 

As a monkey, who carries queer things to its hole : 

She with wonderful gufto, halfGothtc, half Dutch, 

Like in oU fquirrel, hides^ all Ibe can in her hutch. 

CAREttas* 
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Careliss. 

An excellent portrait ! and true^ I proteft. 
For Tve juft had a p^p at the old fquirre?s ne(t 

Lady Harriot. 

Pray, fince we together her clofet infoeSed, 
What wbimfical rarities has (he coUeotd ? 

Carrless* 

O, before I could coBnt half the- battbl«8 (be bvys, 
I could tell you the name of each ftar in the Ikies : 
Her fphere is too wide for my genius to fcan it i 
But I know what (he reckons her Georgian jdanet. 
Her newly found liar — which to-night, if you're free. 
Thro' a glals (he perhaps may allow you to fee. 

Lady Harriot. 
What wonder is this ? — ^is it (ie(h, filh, or fowl? 
A Lilliput dog ? or a Brobdignag owl ? 
Or^s it a remnant for JofepVs odd coat } 

Careless. 

It is fomething once held by a perfon of note 
In our iOandi and now 1 defy you to gue& 

! Lady Harriot. 

Is it EfTex's ring ? . qr the ni/F of Queen Befs ? 
Or Alfred's cake-toafter ? or Rizzio's fiddle ? 
Pray tell me!— I hate t6be teazM by a riddle. 

Care.lsss* 
Inlhort, 'tis a night-cap, not worth half a grotty 
Which (Jie for a guinea has luckily bpught } 
Becaufe this- old iragment of worlled^ (be yows. 
Once fefv'd as a crownfor peot Chattortcj^'s bwwa : 

Tho* 
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Tho* I think we (hould find, if we knew the whole truth. 
That cap was ne'er leep by that wonderful youtlw 

•Laj>y Harriot. 

Now, Giatterton! bo^il, th^bthyjll-fated verfe 
Can teach antiquarians to open their purfe ! 
Yet hadft thoii, in mifery, fuM for that guinea. 
Its miftrefs had callM thee a vain rhyming ninny ; 
And prov'd, to thy grief, by the ftyle of her giving, 
Virtuofp*s have little e&eem for the living. 

Lord Seewell. * 

Come, Harriot ! I mujiiiop thctide. of your wit, 

Tho' you're now on a topic you don't love to quit. 
(To Mr. Berii) 

We mu/i take our leavp— rMany ^thanks for our plea- 
lure*— r 

Mr. Cycle, rememlier ! — your firft day of leifure ! — ' 

You (ha'n't ftir, my dc^ir BeHl, you (La'n't leave you* 
friend: ' 

Here is Carelefs, you know, on the girls to attend. 

Let us fee you together, and Ihorily I — Adieu ! 

Ladv HAilt ior YiJCareleft, qficie,J 
Below let me whifpei: 9 fow.wdi^is.io ydu ! 

Mr. Bcril and Mr. Cycle. 

Mr. Eeril. 

Well, my worthy old friend, 1 rejoice you are here. 
And that now you are khbwn to that excellent peer ; 
Who, free from ail pride, affedatibn, and vanity. 
Unites ufeful virtue to pfeafing urbanity ; 
Plain, fimple,' fincere, yet of judgment refinM, ' 
And fond of the-artr, as they're friends to mankind ; 

Ennobled 
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Ennobled much lefs by his birth than his fpiritj 

The model of Honor, and patron of Merit .' 

But how have you done for this a^e ? and what plan. 

For the pi-ofit of fcience, or fcrvice of man. 

Brings you now from your fav'rice fequefter'd retreat ? 

Whate'cr the occafion, i'm glad that we meet ; 

Tho' I meant to be with you ere next fummer's fun, 

Mr. Cycle. 
I know, my dear BeriJ, that you are not one 
Whole welcome wi.i fuddenly linki to forrow. 
When 1 tell you, I now viiit London to borrow. 

Mr. Bex.il. 

If Tm able to levy the fum you require, 

The world can fcarce give me a pieafure much higher. 

Than that of alliiiittg a friend, .to whofe mind 

I have infinite debts of a far deeper kind. 

I ciin nevpf forget what I owe to your care,. 

In the frenzy of defoiate love and defpairj 

When my'reafon had yielded to pallipn's wild flrife, . 

Your friendfliip alone reconcil'd me to life. 

But tell me, dear Cycle, what fum will fuffice ? 

Mr. CvcLe. 
You mufb knowy I have lately been led to devife 
A fcheme for the poor -r 

Mr. Beril. 

My dear friend, at your leifure 
I'll hear your benevolent projedts with pieafure ; 
But farther difcourfe you muft let me prevent. 
On the fource of your wants, till* I know their extent ; 
For indeed I can't reft, till I'm happily fure 
That whatever yon wHh I. have means to procnre. 

Mr. 



i66 THE TWO CONNOISSEURS: 

Mr. Cycle, 

Not to keep you in doubt, then, my dear ardent friend^ 
' r wa rhoufand, I fancy, will anfwer my end : 
The one I am promis'd to day from Bijou ; 
For the other, I own, I've depended on you. 

Mr. Bbril. 
And why not allow me to furnifh the whole ?— 
Poor Bijou has a wife with no liberil foul ; 
If any demur in that quarter you fee, 
I entreat you to talre all you wl(h for of me. 
But of thia* more anon — here is Carelefs returned. 
Mr. B^sril, Mr. Cycle, tfW Carelefs. 
Careless. 
Well ! my worthy philofopher, a*n't you concerned 
To find our friewd ftill unfupply'd with a wife. 
Thus form'd as he is for the conjugal life ? 
As you're fond of new fchemes for the good of the na- 
tion, 
rU recommend one to your conlideraciony 
To revive wedded love, that old, obfolete padlon^ 
And bring honeft Hymen agam iato fa&ion, 

Mrv Cyci^e^ 
In truth, my dear Tom, 1 am quite of yoar mind. 
There is no better fcheme for the good of mantind i 
And nothing, I know, that could give it more weighty 
Than (he grace which our friend would beftow on that 
&SLte. 

Mr» Bbril. 
YoU:9Fe n^rry, good fiienda!^! foUcribe to your 

joke— 
My gravity*& & &r the conjugal yois I 

CAREkBIS. 
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Caheless. ^ 

I am feriousy indeed, and have often ^f0iifmitt fi^C^t^^A/^ 

That had I a (ifter, for wedlock prepar'd. 

Of all men in the worfd, if you'd deign to embrace her. 

In your arms it wouldisaleeme moft happy to place her. 

Bat you're courted too much tQ be eaftly won \ 

He, whom many are fond of, can Bx upon none. 

Ma. Beail. 
Indeed, my dear Tom, you arc wroag^ on this theme. — 
In return for a proof of your cordial efteera, 
IMl tell you thereafon, with franknels and truth. 
Why no nymph has fupply'd the loft love of my youth : 
There is one, whofe mild virtue and elegant grace. 
The dear girl 1 deplor<j in my heart might replace \ 
But my fortune's too humble for her rank of life, 
Tho' die may he your fiftery flie can't be mj wje. 

Careless. 
Would you wed Lady Frances^ 

M^. Cycle, 

The lady Pre fecn?— 
She is like poor Sophia in feature and mien. 

Mic Beril. 
You arc ri^t, my dearfriend ; — it was that very thought 
Led my heart to attach itfelf more than it ought i 
But my reafonconfiders het rank and her ftation. 
And forbids me to form any ra(h expectation. 
Nor would I attempt to engage her afifeCtion, 
Without the leaft hope of out happy tonnedtion. 

Careless. 
More konor than forefight you (hew by this drain. 
Be bold ! — there is noAhrg y^u may not attain.— 

More 
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More of this when we meet I — Imuft now fay adieu. 

Mr. Cycle. 
So mud I — for you know my appointment at two. 

Mr. Bbkil. 
But I hope, my good friends, you will both dine wi 
me. 

Mr. Cycle. 
For myfclf, Pll return to you foon after three. 

Careless. 
I am griev'd to refufe fuch a frank invitation : 
But to tell you the truth — I've a kind allignation. 

« Mr. Beril. 

Love and pleafure attend you ! 

Careless. ' 

Dear Beril, adieu ! 
Let us all meet to-night at the houfe of Bijou ? 

The Draiving Room of Mrs. Bijou. 

Mr 8 . B I J o 17 ^ (J^eakhtg as Jbe enters,) 

Look over the ftair-cafe f and tell niie who knocks ? 

Joan (intering,) 

Mr. Varnilh is come, with a thing in a box. 

/ 
Mrs. Bijou. 

A thing in a box !— You're a horrible Goth : 
But as you're to leave- me, I'll ftifle my wrath. 
•Tis a pidlure, you oaf .'—bid him bring it to me. 

[^A-i/Joai 
Some cabinet jewel I now hope Co fee. 

Thi 



A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 169 

Thh intelligent Vamifb my patronage court?. 
And I get the firft peep at wliate'er he imports. 

Mrs. fiijou and Mr. Varnifh. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Well, Varniib! 

Mr. Varnish. 
Dear Madam, with mod humble duty, 
I have brought you a ijem 0^ unparagon'd beauty^ 

Mrs. Bijoc/* 1 
Good Varnilh ! whatjsjt?, 

Mr.. ViiKNis-tfv . 

An exqutiite Titian. 
You never (kw one tn Atch, brilliant condition. 

Mrs. J&jjou.' 
A«4«UU8:^hfi..§i!yea?;.:..i.. ... 

Mr • V A R N^ 8 H:. Coftning ibe Cafe.) 

Now, Ma'am, .I'll difplay it.— 
Herd's, a fiiaft for the. eye. that knowR how to furvey it \ 
Kerb's ajofeph? — ^I ne'er faw his like in ray life. 
And pray. Ma'am, obfer^r^ what a. Potiphar's wife? 
How chad©, thedefign ! yet the coWurs how.warm ! 
What timis. jn ea<;h face ! and what life in each form I 
¥tdy I Madam, remark how he? lin*gglt» to fly ! 
We hear him exclaiming, ** No, Miilrefs ! not 1" 

Mrs. Bijou. 
It feems very fine, and has ftriking expreffion.— 
Was it ever in any great perfon's poileiiion ^ 

Mr. Varn isH." 
Not a foul here haS feen if, except a poor Peer, 
For whom it was bought :— but, alas ! 'twas too dear. 

Hit 
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His fteward^ my friend ^but I muft aot be rafli. 

And betray a good Earl, wicb more gufto than cafh.— 
Our Lords are all poor, and fo ruined my trade is, 
I (hould ftarvey were it not for you wtll-jtidging ladica 
There's my old Lady Oglo-vnud, had (be a peep^ 
Would certainly buy it before (be would deep? 
But having receivM many favours from you» 
1 made it a point you fbould have the fiirft view. 

Mrs. Btjot)^ 
I thank you, good Varnf(l».-^Btit w4iat is the price? 

Mr. VARtrisH'. 
She*d give me a thouftnd^ 1 knbw^ Un a trice^ 
And buy ibme compaaums heiides, if 1 had *em | 
But ril leave it wtth.you£»r€9^cA»adwd, doarMidtfi* 

Mx$* Bijoo, 
Eight hundred f—Sar«^ Varnilbi tlnt&m Is tdd OMi^ 

Mit; Vaiintsr; 
Delu* Madam» olyferve wbrt a ddictte touch ! 
Set^ how finely 'tis pencilM I and vAat prefcrvation t 
There is not, I know, fuch a gem tn the nation i 
And Italy has not a brighter, iHn fure. 
The figures fo glowing ! the ftory i(^ pure !— 
Good ladies would never have wandering fpoufin, 
If cheyM only hang fubje^ lilse fSm in their hooies. 

Mrs, Bijotj. 
I protedy your remark is ingenious and new : 
You have gufto in Morals as well as Virtil. 

Mr. Varnish (afidt*) 
I have hopes th^t my hiqt will atTid our tranfa^iou^ 
For the old dame is jealous, they fay, to iiftraftion. 

' Mrs 
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Mrs. Bf jou. 
^ell? I own, Mr. Varnifb, your pidurc is fine.— 
Kmj Jiufband is rich, it (hall quickly be mine, 
flere he comes to decide it. 

Enter Mr. Bijou. 
Mas. Bijou. 

My dear, here's a fight f 
^ou are luckily come to complete my delight. 
^. VamiOi has been fo exceedingly kind, 
As be knows on a Titian l*ve long fet my rnind^ 
To bring me the fineft 1 ever furvey'd : 
Aad as we have often befriended his trade» 
He offers to leave it a bai^in wtdi us. 

Ma« Bijou. 
Iti merit or price it is vain to df fcufs ; 
Tko' the pidnrt f oAfles ib icmptiog an atr^ 
At prefent^ my dear, Vyt im money to fpare, 

Mas. Bjm^u. 
Mr. Varni(h, pray ftep in the parlotir below t 
Our finarrefolvc you (hall prefently know. 

Ma, Varnlsh. 
Dear Madam,^ for hours TU wait on ycur pleafure 1 
And I beg you will note all irs beauties at leifure. 

( Afide^ as he goes ottt.) 
Now fttccefs to the fex ! — Be this ftruggle more glori* 

Qus! 
May the Jofeph be kind I and the Lady victorious ! 

Mrs. Brjou« 
My deareft, you^ not let the pi6ture depart, 
Whca you fee it has taken fuch hold on my heart f — 

I really 



17* THE TWO CONNOISSEURS : 

I really can't rtft, till a Titian we've got, 
1 hat lie may have fomething Lord Scewell ha» not. 
And as we expedl him, you Icnow, here to-night, 
1 would fliew him this piece with triumphant delight. 

Mr. Bijou. 
I love to indulge all your wifbes, my dear ^ 
But Tm quite out of cafli. 

Mrs, Bijou. 

Nay ! Bijou I 1 am clear 
You have now all I want in your pocket. — Cornel con 
1 know you went out to receive a large fum ; 
And lltll have it about you, — I vow 1 will look. — 
Here it is I — here are notes in this little red book. 

. >Mk» Bijou. 
Indeed> I o^& ixg ycu that bopk to rdeafe I 

Mrs. Bi jdu. * 
Here are ten, I declare* of an hundred apiece f — 
rii take juft enough, and redore you the reft. 

Mr. Bijou. 
I can't fuffer this freedom, my dear, 1 ptoteftf. 
For the notes are not mine, th^y belong to a friend* 

Mrs. Bijou. 
To a friend I — O \ 1 guefs,^^ Sir, to whom you woi 

lend. 
Your (ly-Iooking gueft, Mr» Cycle's the man ; 
I know he was here on a borrowing plan. 
Throw your thoufand away on a charity bubble ! 
And leave your poor wife co vexation and trouble I 
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Mr. Bijou. 
f^iyi my dear, be not vex'di — you have mifunderftoods 
The fum will be fafs*, and the intereft good. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
And what is the pitiful profit you'll raife. 
Compared to the tranfport with which we (hould gaze 
On the pidure my fondnefs would have you pofrefs. 
For reafons the pureft that wife can profels ? 
Unkind as you are! — I have reafons above 
Even profit and pleafure I t he reafon of love. 
'Tis my aim, by this modell produdion of art. 
To (Ircngthen your virtue and chaften your heart, 
if you daily furvey an example fo bright. 
This model of continence ever in fight. 
No naughty young won;en will tempt you to wander. 
But your truth and your love will grow firmer and fon- 
der, 

' Mr. Bi jo'u. 

What a tender idea! — low virtucufly kind f 
What affe^Uon and tafte ! by each otlier retin'd ? 

Mrs. Bijou. 
But if for a poor and a foolifh projector. 
You can thwart a fond wife, can afflid and negle6l her — 
Go! go! I ihall weep, while abroad you may roam. 
That your charity has no beginning at home. 

Mr. Bijou, 
It begins, and (hall end there. — Ym melted, my dear I— 
You may keep all the notes ! — Let mc kifs ofr that tear! 

M-s, Bijou, 
Now again Jiou're my own, dear, delightful Bijou ! 
And the Titian is mine, and my love will be true! 

lExU in great hajiei 
Mr. 
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Mr. Bijou Cahne^) 
Suck virtuons endearments what heart ooii1< 
Yet I fear by poor Cycle this fiim will be it 
Aiid what (hall I fay for failure ? — Infootb, 
I think ^twill be faireft to tell him the truth 
Andy fage as he is» he perhaps too has felt 
That gold, at the breath of a woman, will 
As I live, here he is ! and I look rather fms 
With a pocket fo empty» to anfwer hb call« 

Enter Mr. Cycle. 

Mr. Bijou^ 
Mr. Cycle, you're come^ andPrnre^lyco 
But I know the mifchance will by you be e: 
In notes 1 had got you the thoufand complet 
They were all io this pocket—— 

Mr. Cycle* 

The thieved c 
Have not pickM it, I hope, in the bu(Ue of 

Mr. fiijou. 
It was picked, 1 confefs, by the hand of iqy 
Bat for reafons fo pure, in fo tender a mode 

Mr% Cycl«. 
I am happy the fum is fo jullly bellowM. 

Mr. Bijou, 
I know you'll forgive, when I come to exp 

Mr*. Cycle, 
Dear Bijtiu ! let me fave youzt once from th 
And affure you, with truth, that I now reall 
As ready to quit, as to take up the fum ^ 
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Since BeriPs fo kind, that, without my defire. 
He has offered me sdl that my wants can require. 

Ma. Bijov, 
I proteft, I am glad yon have found fuch a friend; 
Butif yoa hereafter (hould wifli me to lend, 
I beg you will call without Tcrui^e on me.-^ 
Youf worthy friend Beril tonight we fliall fee ; 
And Seewell, in gufto the firO: of our iiarls. 
Will be here with his daughters, two delicate girls ! 
To prove, niy good friend, your fbrgivenefs is hearty, 
Let me hope you will kindly make one of the party J 

Mr. Cycle. 

Moftchearfidlyl 

Mr. Bijou. 

Well ! — I am grieved, I muft fay, 
That I cannot detain you to dinner co-day j 
fiut to tell you the truth, when hr tliefe gala nights, 
.% wife is preparing to (hew her nne fights, 
^c fpends fo much time in adjufting her Ihelves, 
* fat we take a cold fnack in the kicchen ourfclves. 
^ I'm fure you'll excufe it. 

Mr. Cyclf. 

Your reafon is ftrong ; 
^w I'm forry, my friendj I've intruded fo long. 

r Mr. Bijou. 

^c have time enough yet — do not hurry away ! 

Mr. Cycle. 
•"^ally grows late. 



Mr. Bijou. 
I won't preis ypa to ftay. 



As 



§76 THE TWO CONNOISSEURS : 

As at night o'er our concert you'll corae to predde 
1 am heartily glad all tour wants are fuppIyM. 

Mr. Cycle. 
Indeed, I believe you, my honeft fiijou I 
So, till night, f<ire you well ! 

Mr. Bijou. 

My dear Cycle, adieu 

END OF THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Lord Seewell and Lady Harriot. 

Lady Harriot. 

JLI EAR Papa, don^t betray me !— hef delicate 
Would be wounded, I know, and would think m 
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8« you, who for others fo fenfibly feel, 
WayJiere be the dupe.of affedionate zeal i 
And I hope you're miftakeiv. 

JLrA-DY Harriot. 

My deatSr, oWervc! 
*^ou may trace her attachment in every nerve : 
^n name Mr, Beril in fome idle tale, 
^oor Fanny will Wulh, and as often turn pale. 
'^ his abfence ftill more and more peniive (be grows, 
^^t thtnbnot from whence -her uneaiinefs flows. 
^^d when he returns, tho'her pleafure is meek. 
^^t the glow of content maj^ be feen on her cheeky 
^^d her heart, as if fully coafol'd by his fight, 
appears to repoie in atran<)uil delight. 
^ear Papa, you'll perceive, if you'll open your eyes, 
^hat from none but herfeif (he her love can difguife. 
^ne other exception perjiaps we may find, 
^^ 1 think Mr. Beril is equally blind, 
^ndrobb'd, like herfeif, of the talent of feeing, 
^y that diffident iov«, which denies its own being. 

Lord Seewell. 

Hope this attachment, which neither has fbewn, 
^xifts, my good girl, rn your fancy alone. 

Lady Harriot. 

^Tiy fo, my dear Sir? — Should it prove, as you fear, 
* faope, dear I'apa, that you won't be fcvere. 
^onfider the delicate frame of my fifter ! 
**it I know you've a heart that can never refifbher, 
*ryou once clearly fee (he has fixt her affection, 
^^o'.flie own not her wilhes for fuch a connexion $ 
Ax you know that her nature's fo modeft aind meek, 
^^e would die from concealment before (be'woQld fpeak. 
VoL.IIL K Ihave 
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I have ftrength to etatouftler tke troflei •bffi^, 
Aad CO make tty p2Ltt £6^, m «i cfeu^fer or wfft 
But our gentle (weet Frances It tll4ormM f6 hcVt 
The undeferv^d load of vexation and care i 
And therefore Ihould wed« unregardful of pelfj 
A huthaiid as tender and mild as herfelf. 

Loai> SftBw^LL. 
Your reafoikffl^ i thinks n )not peifeftly }uft« 
In the Madnei's of &rii pcibafA i txagkt traft i 
But the native yoti mrge for dns tmion^ rky deai^ 
Is what» I confefs^ wonhl iwabea my (bar* 
As 3>M ^y, yott- MM fift«r (hoald hevtfr be harr 
By thofe van^uft \\U with wh$di life Is tmbarraf^^ 
I fliould guard her <ffom ail \M tei^atfolis tlhat wai 
Oft a liberal mhid wkh a nartow tftkttt 
And4f Betil Ikad th^ttghts of beto^iiig iHy fbi^. 
Had I not more obje^on^, i^ tfih kmkft be one. 

Lady Harriot* 
ril remove tt, my Locd^ Scar inieed tkh b all: 
As you think theyMl be pitichM by an income too 
You fliall add to their fortune, and large it will [ 
Two thttds of dhe portioti youVe deftrft'd for ine 

Lord Seewelu 
Dear. Harriot! I'ni charm'd with thy foul, I con 
TMu*W ag^ei*ou8 |tH--H}0« irobte elec^fs. 

Lady Harriot, 
To that name, dear Papa, IVe no title, indeed. 
As 1 only 'give u-p what I never can need« 
In your koufe all my wants will, I know, be fuf 
And if i4h6ttkl leave it, aS Carders'^ bride^ 
The HBewi heir v((o latge an eftate 
Viiiil net grieve that my fxt'jne has funk in its v 
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And I think by the note, which to you I refign. 
Your conje^ures are not fo well founded as mine* 

Lady Harriot (peruftHg the Letter,) 

" Occafion for money." '* The ftatuc to you !'' — 

I*ni amazM-^and can hardly believe it is true. 
He never would part with lb dear a poiTelllon, 
But for fome argent reafon. 

Lord Seewbll. 

You fee his confelfion : 
His ftrong call for money is frankly declared ; 
And I fcur his fmall fortune \s greatly impaired. 

Lady Harriot. 
Thefe tiding*, indeed, give me reaj concern: 
But the fource of this ftep I will fpeedily learn. 
Car«ilef8 foon will be here.— I will make him difcovcr $ 
And rill we know all, give no peace to my lover. — 
But, now, my dekr Lord, by this note you may find. 
How the heart of my lifter is really inclined : 
I*m convinc'd this will prove her aflTe^ion is ftrong. 
Here (he comes for the trial — pray fee if Tm wrong,* 

Lord Seewell. 
Well, my dear, 1 will try, by tn innocent plot. 
If your lifter has really this padfion or nou 

Enter Lady Frances. 
Lord Seewell. 
Dear Fanny, you're come our concern to partake. 
For we both are much grievM for our friend Beril's fate* 

Lady Frances. 
Mr. Beril ! dear Sir,— Is he hurt ?— Is he kill'd ? . 

K 3 Lord 
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Lord Sbewell. 

No ! — ^with tcnof* too lively your boibm is fillM. 
My dear^ how ycm tiemble ! — Bat f was- to bhune^ 
Ta niik Ma ajafsn iq your dvUcate iraflne.. , 

He is well i, but foine cra^ of for^ne, I fear^ 
Make him (tU wSat ke juftly CQi^Mer*d fo dear. 
You will fee by this letter.-— ^4iMp^ ft Lad> Harriot*)' 

Ali>^ Harriot,, *ti8 fo ^ 
The ezcefs of her ftar from aSt£ti6n muft flow ! 

Laoy PaAitCBs.. 
How painfb) tOt ]iHn< mnft tfie exigence be» 
Whfch extorts from bU hand the agreement I fee f 
How cruel ! for him to reiinquilh a treaAirc^ 
Whence his eliej^ Ipirit derived fo much pleaftret 
But I tiuft, dear Papa*, that vour g^Qefons mind 
Will no( noMT jpefi- tbe barj^ia ke^ oaQ«i hja^-d^cUai^d^i; 
Andx fcoming to (Tofit hj any diftref?, 
Wni not catckai thi^ fpxi he fiill Qujj^t to poffibfs.. 

Loxi» S»awBLL*. 
My *«T,. am 1 »qir^ wh9$ I oflferM,^ wiy9KJ^^^ 
And (houid I^ the ftaMc aalefs would be fold« 

LaqsV Pii*Mci;a% 
Perhaps^ if yowchoie hstf'its fahiq: t» lemi^. 
From fo gallifig a f^Jie yo* m^hl refcue your fficjnd h 

LiORl) SEEWrLI*., 

I am pleasTdt, ray dieai girl^ with youc fpirit,,. I ow»|^ 
But ^efe ace bad times for a dangerous loan $; 
And, to tell you ijbe truth in this knotty affair, 
I have juft at this crifis no money to (pare. 
But I'll franUy explain our finances to you,, 
Afld you IJiall inftruft mcj in wjiat I (hall do.— 

A*; 
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As IVe feen that old fathers, tho* reckonM moft fagc, 
O^en injure a child by the frolicks of age, 
'^ht jou may not fuffer ftom follies like thefe^ 
' ^are jttft now confi^*d to die care of tniftees 
*^i I've ftvM for jou both :— fb if I prove nnfteadj, 
^ou are faia-r— Vflben 70U wed, bo^ your fortunee aie 
ready* 

Lady Francei* 

^v kind, my dear Sir, it whatever you do f 
It no child was e*er hurl by t ptrent like you. 

Lady HAamer. 

ic^uft finile, dear JPiaps, ar your tenbrs of (lippingi 
^ wtey («|o9 fy^ frfq^mia^s are feldom found trip- 
ping. 
^t if in old age yow pV^<^J v^rifs, 
>roteft ril forgive you for any vagaries* 

Loud Sbb WELL. 

^y weir. Madam Harriot f remember your word f 
Qiall claim your iniMfNice^ if e*or Tm abfurd* 
ut at what I |Mve done our loofe mQutey fecurea. 
eiQ loi^gef can (qu^ what Wq imlj nva4e jQvm^ 

Lady FaANCBS» 

<t the foriunt of Harriot ba facred, I pray, 
%xt not very diftant is her wedding-day. 
^ut as I am convinced I frail not wed at all, 
«et ny portion, Papa^i anfwec ev^y aJl ; 
maft beg you to look on k ftiU as your owi^k 
^nd if if may ibtfve £ar fo timely a loaiv 
t can't give me more joy» wha((oever my ftatioiij. 
Than by faving youdt fdeni fro^i fucii q^KU^cati^n*^ 

K 4 LoaD» 
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Lord Seewell* 

My dear girls I you are both the deli^ of 
May each warinrhearced daughter be bleft i 
What I faid was but meant your kind fpirii 
For the vyants of our friend I can amply fu] 
Of efteem it will pleafe me to give him a p 
And preferve the fine datue flill undes his r 

Enter a Servaftt- 
Servant^ '/ 
Mr. Carelefs, my Lord I ' v i 
Lady Harmot, 

Now the whole I 



Lord Seewbll.' 



Suy!- 



S^HVAMT. 

Ha wiihca to fcp Lady Harriot bel 

LO^RD SrBWBLL. 

Being equally anxious this point to difcove 
We will all, my dear Harriot, attciid on y 

S C EN E, tJ^e Afariments^ tf/MrS ^ 
Mr. Boou, 
Where the deuce is my wift? ? — All her rariti 
HeV apartments adjufted with exquifite tafte 
Some difafter has h^ppenM, or (be wbuld be 
Where (he ought to be waiting to welcome tl 
And I fancy 1 heard hbr in anger below* ' 
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Enter Mrs. Bijou, in great jigitation. 

Mr. Bijotr. 
What^s the matter, my love ? 

Mrs. fiijou. 

O, TB^ dear, fuch a blow ! 
I really had fwoon*d, if vexation and wrath 
Had not quicken'd my fpirits, to fcold at the Goth, 
That awkward old Joan ! — an unmannerly minx ! 
Has knockM off the nipple, my dear, from a Sphinx ; 
And now on our chimney it cannot be plac*d. 
With a wound fo indelicate niaira'd and difgrac'd. 
But I've happily got thefe two Griffins of gold. 
In tht room of the Sphinxes, our candles to hold. 

Mr. Bijou. 

My dear, . the exchange is mod lucky and right. 
For Sphinx is an awkward difpenfer of light ; 
But whether your Griffin 's of gold or of copper, 
A flame from his mouth is exceedingly proper. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
By your lefTons, my love, I improve in Virtil : 
All the gufto 1 have, I have gathered from you. — 
1 have fixt the Great Mummy, my dear, to the wall^ , 
Left the pert Lady Harriot Ihould give him a fall : 
She'd be glad to throw down my old king, out of fpite % 
And I would not be vext in our triumph to-night. 
I know our new pidture will ilir up her gall. 
And this Titian will make us the envy of all. 
My dear, don't you think it looks well by this light ? 

Mr. Bijou. 
The colours, indeed, are uncommonly bright. 

K 5 Mrs. 
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Mus.. Briou. 
What a beautiful youik is tbis Jioieph f — ^I fwear^ 
I am more and more charmed with this delicate air». 
1 delight in him more Hnce Tve founds dear Bijou^ 
That in one of his features he^ very like you, 

Wk. B-cjou. 
Where can you,, my dear^ any likenefs fuppofe ? 

Mas^Biiotf*. 
I pffofeft he has got the true torn of youpwoie?; 
Not the aq«ilitie curve,, but. a little Socratk: 
And his eye ffa(bes<^fi?e,. that is chaftly ecftatic. — 
There's a rap at our door ! and I hope ray L<ord*l^ oon«^ 
If.vexackffi and envy do notftrrke him.dtimb^ 
I think he'll harangue^ like a criac of Greece,. 
On the exquifite ch-rm? of this beau tin>l piece ?: 
] long to-behold hov he>touch*diby the fight : 
But! knovv* that bfs envy will fink his delight. 
The monionr he (tre» k,, hell: think hts luck cruel>. 
In mifling' fa preciou» » cabinet jewels 

ji fW^ Mr..Beril tfW Mr. Cycle.. 

^i Ma^^BijoiT.. • 

r^Dcar CycTe^ T take this eirceedingly kind ;; 

And Ihope you've not left your Cremona behindi^ 

In your prefence to-oi^tl moft truly rejoice. 

And ffiall caTl for the aid of your hand and yoar voice^ 

(^As my wife gives a fnug little coiicert below)* 

When you^re feen what her upper apartments cao fiiew*. 

Ma. CycLr.. 

Tou may freely command m»y my friend,, as you pleafe^ 

Mils.. Bijou.. 
You^re a jidgp; Mr. B.-ri!, c T tr afures Uke thcfev 

And 
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And l*in eager to (hew you a Titian^ that*8 new 
Since we laft had the joy of a vifiefrom you. 

Mil. BeitiL. 
The ftory is tolrf^ H&'^m, with ftriking expreffion* 

M«LS, Buocj.. 
Don^t you envy mj huiband this brilliant poifefCoii F 
I thought you'd buril forth into rapturous praife y 
But with no keciii delight on this pidure; you gaze !' 

Ma. BEaix. 
To confers^ Ma^D^ the truths Vm a. whiinftcal briaf^ 
And a fubjeft like th»i%e ttoplearuretft (eeing.. 
On }Our lorely (eio *it«ai^ire moft bitter^ 
That ill-natureiriay laught aty and levity titter : 
Hut I^m griev^, when a» amll ka^^ lavi^*d his carr 
On a dory that feeiBs a disgrace to the Fair.. 

I p/InsV JBijftu.. 
Our iex*s chief hi ftre^ \ owii^ it obTcuFes : 
But think what a lelTon it offers to yours ! 

Euier Lady Hanioty Lady Frances,, Lord Seewell^ 

tfWMr..GareIeft.. 

MU,, Bho«;. 

My dear Lord,. T this inftant was wifiiivg fov yoq^ 
Your voice isdeciiive ii^ ppinls of VirtO ;, 
And' you're come in cjie iponxent to end an odd flrife,. 
In-a matter oTtaile about Eoliphar's ^ife. — 
Should her ftory be painted ?— We want your dectfion ; 
And here is the picture that causM our divifion. 
Lord- Seb^well.. 

Ha ! my poor old.acqtiaintance I— But how,. dear BfjoUy 
How the deuce could this ptdture find, favor with you } 
I hope that Fogue Yarnifli 1ms played you bq trick.-»- 
You have paid no great price—' 
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Mrs. Bijou. 

I am cut to the quic k ! 
Sure, my Lordj^ you ^eVI:.lQokM on this picture be- 
fore? 

Lord Seewell, 
Dear Madam I 'tis one that I turn'd out of door f 
And, as 1 may aid you to *icape from a fraud, 
ril proceed to inform you, 1 bou^c it abroad, ' 
To relieve the diftrcfs of an indigent youth. 
Who copied old Maffters with fpirh and truth y 
And when.it came home^ as I valued it not. 
My ftcward, by chance, this gay furniture got. 
To a new hoiife of hiltthas ^arely been carried f 
And as your friend Varntib his. daughter, has married, 
I fuppoie the .fly rogue by this pifture.has try'd. 
To encreafe the fmall fortune he gaiuM with bis bride. 
Search the garment of Joieph"? you*U find on its hem. 

And within a dartfold, tliefcWo fetters' T.' M. ' 

' .. ■ . ' » . ' . . J. ■ 
Mrs., Bi.jou. 

Aye ! there is the mark ! — we are cheated, we're plun* 

der'd. 
That infamous villain, to 4(k me eight hundred !— 
But the law fl»ll reftore it; • • h' ,. • . ., 

' Mr. BfjoU. ' 

. , See ! Mrs B^jou^^ ] 

See the fruits of my hafty indulgence to you I 

Lord Seewell. 
Cheat up, my old friend !— *Tis my wifli that this night 
May be vvitnefs to nothing b^t peace s^nd delight. . 
rU engage Jo make Varnifli your money reftore ; 
And perhaps (his adventure may fave you much more* 

All 
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AH we old connoiffeurs, ifthe truth we would own. 
Have, at times, been outwitted with canvafs or ftone : 
But here*8 one, whofe example our tr be now invites 
To correal our miftake?, and improve our delights. 
Here's Beri!, tho' bleft with a treafure moft rare. 
That with few works^f art will admit of compare. 
Gives up the proud jo js, that on fuch wealth attend. 
For the nobler delight of affifting a friend ! 

M^> Bbkil. 
My Lord ! you amaze roe ; how could you divine ?— 
O, Carelefs ! your zeal has betrayed my defign. 

LoA]» Seewell.' ' 
You have fixt on the traitor, yet are not aware. 
That you're almod involvM in a dangerous fnare : 
But ril fliew you this traitor's accomplice, my friend. 
And tell you what mifchief thefe plotters intend. 
You muft know, Tom and Harriot in concert purfuc 
Their dark machinations 'gainil Frances and you : 
They have fworn you've a. tender efteem f^reach other. 
Which you both have in modcily labour'd to fmother.' 
If your charge can be prov'd, I your freedom reftrain. 
And fentence you both to the conjugal chain. 

/ Mr; Bbkil.' 

O, my Lord ! that I love Lady Frances, is true 1 

Yet 1 could not avow it to her, or to you : 

Butto foitemycdnfefliori, iuch-means you employ, 

1 almoil may call them the torture of jgy. 

I'm o'erwhelm'd with furprize, with delight, and with 

dread. 
Left rfalfely have heard the kind things you have faid. 
Speak ! my dear Lady .Frances, my anguilh relieve ! 
Does this tmuMlt of hope my wild fancy deceive ? 

Lady 
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Lady Frances. 
1 fo long hive my father's indulgence conftrft. 
That a^aind his^ decrees I (bail never proteft. 

Mr. fieilL. 
O^ hoMt (bail Ir ebank thee,, dear pdde* of nvy lift ! 

LotRD SsEWEtL* 

By cherifliing dill in the mind of your wife,. 
SjcH generous feelings as jtm have d>rplay*d. — 
From ray hand^ my deav BcctI,. receive the kind maid! 
Yourilatue is not more indebted: f arr^ 
Than (be is to nature for molding her heart.. 
They both (ball be yours ^. both the ftatue and bride ! 
And the wants oPy^ur friend fliall no lets ^c fupplyM.— 
Btiog free from one modifh and wea/th-wafttng vice. 
From thofe pefta of our order, the turf and the dice, 
1 enjoy, my dear children,, the fortunate power^. 
Of lee uring your bills by an affluent dower. 
Your quiet fhall ne'er by your racopnc be hurt^ 
Which (ball equal your wi(b„ tho^ below your delerl. 

Mr. Bbr|L. 

Of your kindn^fH mj UfOid^. I fo feel thr «xce{% 

Thit my voice cannot ^'pe4k wbm my heart would 

exprefs. , 

Ma. Bijou. 

lam charmed,, my dote Lord, by your cliokt Qf a.fim« 

Lord Se£well. 
I know,, my old friend, you'll approve what Pvc done. 
You and !„ dear Bijou, wanting ptoper correiEUoo^ 
Hav^ on vanity laviHiM the dues of 4^e£\ion» . . 
Wc have both fqnanderM cafh on too many a whtmj 
But in tafte let us take a new leflbn from hmtt 

And 
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And race our improTemenes in real Virta,, 
By the gen^rom a£i» he ma j teach u» to cio ? 
To remember this truth is the coiwoiiTeur^s duty ;, 
^ A beneYoleatdccdisthe eflencc of beauty .'• 

Mr.. Bijou^ 
I confefs^. I too oft have been vanity *s fool ;x 
But (hall hope to grow wife> my good Lord,, in youf 

fchooL 
And^ as mirth (bou!c£be coupled with wtfdom. Til go 
And iee if the fiddles are ready below. iExtt. . 

LiDiio Seswcll.. 
To-night,, my dearMadam^ yow muflf noelook graven 
TThD*" Varni(h has prov*d Iwch aji mipudent knave> 
1 pro mile to make hi.n.your money refund.. 

Mrs. Bijou.. 
With furprizeandvexition I almoil was (luimM ^ 
But^depeodii^*. my Loid,, oi> your fi:icndly adlfhuice^. 
1 am ready to drive all chagrin to a^diftance, 
Aiid^to ibaK in (be joy q£ our dear happy guefbk 

Ma.. Beril.^ 

"What I owe to you,. Carclef?j». thij fair one attetor 

And our liilet, I hope» if I dare ufe the name,. 

From your £?iendfliip will iudge of your love's ardciH 

flame,. 
And,, ft)ort*hing your rigorous term of probation^. 
Mow fill youcktnd'heart. with complete exultation.. 

Lai>y HAR&ioyr.. 
The warm blaae of our joy, I afTure you„ dear brodier^ 
Wixh the cold damp of prudery I will not fnioiher* 
Your friend. has for you play'd fo feeling a part, 
1 confefs,. i am charmM with his fpirit and heart. 

As 
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As in law and long courtfhip he likes not to drudge, 
I will make him at once my comptroller and judge. 

^ Careless. 

I with tranfport and pride the dear office embrace ! 

Lord Sebwell. 
And long may you fill it with fpirit and grace? 
My voice, my dear Carelefs, confirms her eledlion ; 
And I give her wich joy to your tender direction. 
For fealing, dear Tom, y#u may fix your own day. 
Without dreading from law any irkfome delay. 
As. your father and I have, with friendly advances. 
Already adjuded your nuptial finances. 

Mr. Bijoor {entering.) 

Our mnficians below are all ready, my Lord : 
Of pleafure you teach us to touch the true chord. 
Pve fele^ed a few little pieces to-night, 
Tiratarefuited, I hope, to the prefent delight. — 
May we all think this day the beft day of our life ! 
It will prove fo, I'm fure, both to me and my wife. 
If a bargain fhould tempt us, we will not be rafti. 
But remember the Titian, and pocket our cafti. 
To Friendfliip and Want all we can we will give. 
And buy no more'baubles as long as we live. 
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Jt.KAXTE endea^owed to delmeate^ 
in tlie foHowtn^ Vxtma^ m cxaft por- 
ttait of the noble Ptrfonage, whofe 
name it bears ; as I believe, that a more 
engaging model of public aud private 
virtue can hardly be felefted from the 
annals of any nation r althaugh the ex- 
treme mildnefe of his temper, the fim- 
plicity of his manners, and, above all, 
bis unaflcfted piety, are fuch quaKties,. 
as are very rarely admitted in the for- 
©Mttion of a Tr-^gic Hero, 

To 
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To render my perforqiance intereft- 
iog to mj country, I have adhered as 
clofely to our hiftory, as the nature of 
dramatic compofition allowed me to 
do ; and in points where I have varied 
from hiftprical truth, fuch variations 
arc^-1 trufl^ fupportea by dramatic pro- 
bability. 

In the fpirited and judicious intro- 
duction to the lately-publilhcd letters 
of Xady Ruflcl, t^e tcftimony of dif- 
ferent Hiftorians is coUcfted coiTCcrning 
the ientiments of Charles the ^ Second 
and his brother, on the impending fate 
of LordRuflbl. 

** In the Duke of Monmouth^s Jour-. 
" naf, it is faid, that the King told him, 
'* he inclined to have faved the Lord 
** Ruflel, but was forced to confent to 
'* his death, otherwife he muft have 
•* broke with his brother the Duke of 
" York''— 'Kennet. 

' Thb 
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The fentence jufl quoted is, I hope, 
a fufficient foundation for the condu<5l 
which 1 have affigned to Charles ; whofe 
<^harafter indeed was fuch, that fiftion 
can hardly impute to him any inftance 
of irrefolution, duplicity, and falfehood, 
^vhich the tenor of his life will not 
bring within the limits of theatrical cre- 
dibility. 

The candid reader will readily allow 
the liberty I have taken, in laying thfe 
fcene in the Tower, after Ruffe Ps con- 
demnation ; as it affords many advan- 
tages to the condudl of the play. 

In compliance with that refpecfV, which 
dramatic authors have lately paid to the 
Clerical charadler, I- have not introdu- 
ced either TiMotfon or Burnet among the 
perfons of the drama, though the lat- 
ter was fo conftantan attendant on the 
captivity of my Hero ; an omiffion which 

I have 
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I have in foaie degree fupplied, by the 
introdadion of Mr. Spencer i a charac* 
ter drawn from the printed trial of 
Lord RuiieU where the name of that 
gentleman appears in the lift of thof4^ 
who gave an honourable evidence itt 
behalf of the noble prifiMier. 

I HAVE many obligations 16 the jour*- 
tial written by Burnet, at the requcft 
of Lady RulEiU which cbtttains all the 
minute circumftances thftt occurred, 
during th^ .imprifonment, ^d at the 
execution of her Lord* This Very in- 
terefting aiKi pathetic {Narrative is prints 
ed in the General Diftionary, under 
the article RuffeL I have not only taken 
from it many of the featiments, which 
I have affigncd to him in this Tragedy^ 
but I have fotnetimes ladopted the very 
words, that were really uttered by Lord 
Ruffd ; and this I have done, not only 
from an afic^ionate adn^iration of his 

charadler. 
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charaAer, but from a defpair of furpaf- 
iing the elegant fimplicity, and the 
force q( his expreflion. * 

T^HE olfer relating to his efcap^, fo 
^eneroufly made, and fo nofcly refufed, 
is a fa<a univenfoHy krtowA, a«d wiuil 
render the names of Cavendifh and 
Ruflel an honour to your country^ as 
long as magnanimity and friendlhip re- 
tain their jufl value in the eftimation 
of mankind. 
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wid ujterwards in the TovfZi<^ 



LORD RUSSEL. 



R, 



ACT t. 

SCENE I. 

Bedford and Lady Margaret RuiTel. 

Ladt Margaret. 



EST here> my gefttle Father ! nor again 
Expofe your wearied age and wafted fpirits 
To fcenes of fuch dread influence to (hake 
Each fibre of a heart that feeU like yours !— 
I pray you reft with me ! 

BeioFORs. 

My tender child ! 
Thanks to thy filial aid ! my ftrength returns. 
And my reviving foul has gather'd force 
To bear the killing fight. — 'Tis true> when fitft 
I Taw my mtld and unoffending fon^ 
^ Vol. III. L Pride 
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Pride of my age ! and England's dear refource 
In thefe difaflrous days ! wiien I beheld 
My blameleff Ruflel at that bar arraign'd, 
Wierc only guilt and infamy fliould (land ; 
When I beheld each fervile judge fupport 
A lawlefs jury bafely fram'd againfl him. 
Indignant anguHh robbM my wounded heart 
Of vital energy : quick from the court 
My hafty friends hurried my fenfelefs frame. 
To this our quiet home : but (ince, my daugh 
Thy kind endearing cares have now reftorM m€ 
I will refume my ftation by thy brother. 
In thefe diftrefsful moments : — to his fide] 
ABedtion calls me, and paternal duty. 

Lady Margaret. 

Forgive me, that I dare to thwart your wifli. 
But from my generous brother Tve receiv'd 
A kind injunftion to detain your age 
From that afflicting fcene. He has engag'd 
To tell us, by repeated meflengers. 
Each petty circumftance that pafles there. 
Already from the number of his friends 
He has (elected one to bring us tidings : 
His faithful Spencer comes. 

Enter Spencer. 
Bedford. 

What from my Son 
The fentence is not pafsM ! 

Spencer. 

No, my dear lord. 
England is yet unfuUied with the (lain 
That muft difgrace her, if th- fword of Judice 
Turns to the murderous dagger of Revenge, 
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To ftab your virtuoiu ibiK — By his rcqueft 
I come to foothe yo«r anxioua ruflferingsy 
-And to relate the procefs of a fcene* 
^^here he coojurw yoH to appear no more. 

Bedford. 
^^hat perjur'd flaves have they fubornM againft him ? ' 
"ow far has truth been wrong'd, and law been tortur*d^ 
* o frame thofe fnares of legal death, in which 
They labour to involve incautious virtue ? 
Wave they not dealt mod hardly with my fon ? 
Spencer. 

He has experienc'd fubtle cruelty 
***roin venal ruffians in the robes of juftice ; 
^^t the bafe wrong his patient worth endures^ 
■*^ the dark foil which gives the diamond luftre. 
^^Hen he requefted aid for his defence^ 
*^i3 keen infidious foes, who ftrongly fearM 
^^rre upright advocate might fave their vidim, 
J^^rjoin'd him to employ a fervant's hand. 
*^^Uere rofe indeed a (errant at his fide, 
^oft eager for the talk ; but O ! whtt words 
^^n fpeak the fond furprize, and thrilling anguiihy 
^^hich fliook the bofom of each fad fpe^ator, 
^'^ho in that fervant faw his lovely wife ? 
*^^lie crowd, with eyes bedimm'd by darting tears 
^f tendered admiration, gaz'd upon her, 
Atid murmurM kinded pray'rs, as they beheld 
vl^onnubidl love, in that angelic form. 
Thus firmly yielding unexpedted fuccour 
To virtue druggling in oppreffion's toils. 

Bedford. 
Mod excellent of women f worthy offspring 
Wroy departed friend^ the good Southampton ! 

L t If. 
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If Tyranny prevails againft thy hufband. 
How Ihall the wretckcd Bedford's feeble age 
Support thy widow'd heart ? I can no more 
Than in ftrift fellowfhip of bittereft forrow 
Echo thy groans, and mourn our mutual lofs. 

Lady Margaret. 
Do not, dear father, do not yield fo foon 
To comfortlefs defpairi — we yet may hope 
The radiant probity of Ruflel^Hfe 
Will didipate each dark and^^erous cloud 
That perjur'd Calumny can raile around him. 
Remember all the candor of his mind ! 
Think how his temperate virtues have been prais\ 
By Envy's felf f how to the gaze of youth 
His condud has been held up as a book. 
In which all EnglMh eyes may read their duty. 
And learn the faireil path to ipotlei^ honour^ 

Spencer- 

If abjedl lawyers, tind a venal jury. 
Should violate thefandity of juftice 
By Ryflers condemnation, dill his merits 
Are grav'd fo deeply on the Nation's breaft. 
He ftands fo firm the idol of her love, 
Oppreflion's felf will fear to execute 
The fentence of the proftituted law 
Againft a life fo priz'd. 

Bfdford. 
Alas i my friend. 
When did a tyrant, like vindidive York, 
(For 'tis the Duke who thirfts for Rufrel's Wood) 
When did a ffwrit of that fullen temper, i 
ImpellM by rancorous hate, by bigot rage. 
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^*^<i abjeft terror, when did fuch a fpirit 
'^efpeft the virtue. Nature made its foe. 
And treacherous Fortune gave it power to crufh ? 
^^t tellme of the fccne from whence jou come t 
py ! what has been alledg'd againft my fon ? 
' have been told the fierce and I'ubtle Jeffcries, 
^he Duke''s bafe agent in this bloody buduels, 
"^^lies upon the evidence of Howard, 
^5 the fure inftrument of RuiTcl's death ; 
Unprincipled he is, and prone, to utter 
^hat intereft and fear may bid him fwear. 
^hat has he faid ? or is he yet unfummon'd^ 

Spencer. 
Before I left your fon, the faithlefs Howard 
Began his artful tale i but foon he fdlterMf 
With fetgnM affiidion of a dread event. 
Which fuddenly was rnraourM throvgjb the coure. 
And ftruck die throngM aflemUy with fuch wonder^ 
MaKce flood mute, and Perfecution paus'd. 
Frefh from the Tower the tidings came> that EfTez, 
From terrors of that bar, where Ruifel ftood> 
Had with rafli violence rufhM out of life, 
Ane ftainM his defperate hands in his own blood* 

Bedford* 
It cannot be f the firm, the gallant Eilex 
Conid never end his being fo ignobly i 
Anc^in the moment, when his generous foul 
Felt only for his Friend j his Ruifers life 
Yet wavering in the balance* 

Spencer. 

Such, my lord. 
Such is the comment of all honeft hearts 

L 3 Ofli 
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On this dark ftorv. — Heaven reveal the murder. 
And punifh it, though in ch* aiTaifin^s v^ins 
The tainted ftream of royal blood may flow f — • 
Soon as the rumour reached your Ton, he bade me 
Attempt to penetrate this dark tranladtion. 
And bring you the refult of all I heard ; 
Adding, that in the inilant of his doom. 
He would difpatch to you the nable Cavendiih 
With tidings of his fentence. 

Bedford. 

Ah! my friend. 
The fatal word, that ends his blefTed life. 
Has rung already io my torturM ear i 
For I have feen the venal band fuborn^d 
To purchafe, by the facrifice of truth. 
The blood of her mild ohamj)ton. There*s his. guif 
*Tis that bis pure and patriotic 23ea1, 
Guiding the voice of an enlightened fenate. 
Has labored to preferve the throne of England 
From that blood-thirfty bigot, at whofe fiieC 
Her laws now lie, in hafty proftitution. 
Slaves to a tyrant yet uncrownM j converted 
From facred guards of flanderM innocence. 
Into bafe engines of vindi6live mturder. 

Lady Marcaret. 

Alas ! my father, thou haft judg'd too well : 
Thy dreadful prefage is too foon confirm'd : 
Behold the zealous Cavendifh ! he comesj 
With no quick ftep of joyous exultation i\ 
But in his agitated gefture Ihews 
A fettled forrgw, and a fierce dcfpair. 
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Enter Cavenixish. 

I come, my lord, the wretched mefTenger 

Of chat accurfl: event, which my weak judgment^ 

Not reaching the extent of human bafenefs. 

Had haftily pronouncM beyond the line 

Of pollible injuftice. AH the crimes. 

That coward Tyranny can wifh committed. 

Shall now have credit. — Ruflel is condemned. 

Lady Margaret. 
O mockery of jaftice ! — Righteous Heaven ! 
Yet interpofe to lave him ! 

Bedford. 

My kind friend. 
Thou but relateft whara father's eye 
Forefaw too clearly, when I view'd the jury. 
So julUy challen^'d by my innocent fon, 
MarfhallM without the warrantry of law 
To eofnare his life. 

Cayendish. 

Eternal Infamy 
Fall on the bafe a/Taffins ! chiefly fall 
On thofc fuperior minifters of evil. 
The treacherous guardians of our trampled laws. 
Who in the robes of Heaven's high delegates 
Perform the work of hell ! from proftrate Juftice 
Wreft her pure fword, to ftain it with the blood 
Of her moft faithful votary ! 

Lady Margaret. 
Yet try. 
Try, my dear father, ere it prove too late. 
By urgent intercelfions to preferve him ! 

L 4 Xwix 
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Your friends are many, and^ howe*eninflain*d 
By the vile arts of fanguinary York, 
The king has dill a tendemefs of heart. 
That may incline to fparc my gentle brother* 

Bedford.' 

Alas ! my daughter, cherifh not too much 
A hope, whofe cruel failure will impart 
New poignancy to thy too keen affliftion? 
All the mild virtues, which lo thy pure feafe 
Plead for thy brother*s fafety, in the ear 
Of envix>u8 Hate and terrifitd Qpprellioa 
Cry loudly fbrhis.death. 

CAVfiKOISU, 

He (hall not die. 
What ! thou^ the blood-hound Jeflferies has &Aei 
His &ngs upon him ! though the barbarous judges 
Would make the temple of infulted Law 
The flaughter-houfe of Tyranny ? — there yet 
Are means to tu>o the (harpenM axe aiide^ 
And ihield the life of their devoted vidlim* 

Beixford. 

What would thy dauntkfs zeal ? 

Cavendish. 

Your gentle (on 
Has juft fucK credit with this injurM nation, 
for public virtue^ and dfcfigns exempt 
Yrom every felhlb bids of the foul, 
Thoufands would throw into ex tremeft hazard 
Their fortunes, and their being, to preferve 
The dying marr)r of defencekfs fretdom^ 
I hoid it eafy, in the very hout 

Opprc 
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^Ppreffion means to triumph in his blood, 
'th fome feledtcd horfemen to overpower 

^^e Haves who guard him, ere they reach the fcaffbld^ 
'^'id bear him fwiftly to a fafe retreat, 
'Applauding millions will afllft his refcue, 
A.n^ blefs the efforts of his brave deliverers I 

Bei>fori>. 
5^0 f Cavendifh I by friend(hip*s holy ties ^ 
,3^ hat prompt thy generous purpofe^ I conjure thcc 
•^ li think of it no farther. 

Catenotish* 

What ! my Lord^ 
^iall we look tamely on, and by connivance 
'**^ made a party in this legal murder I 

Bli>ford,. 
l^ear ardent friend ! there aFe difaflrous times, 
'A.nd this is one of them, when all the funftion^ 
l^rue courage is allowM to exercife, 
-^re refignation and a brave endurance. 
^Ay word is given to thy kind thoughtful friend^ 
To check all defperate Tallies of afflidb'on. 
All, 'that the fond intemperance of love 
Could hazard for his i-afcty* 

Cavenuish* 

Generous Ruflel f 
By Heaven 'tis happier far to (hare thy' de*ath. 
Than live, to fee our wretched country robb'd 
Of all her hopes in thy unequall'd vii tue, 

Bedford. 
To me much happier ! — to a father's heart 
It would be conlolation and deli^U 

.^5 To 
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Toperiih withlifftdiild} but there «re dedes 

More painful to fvftam dum ihe (kovt flrag^e 

Tktf eads out oorral bemg : — and to ns 

Thefe duties low beloag— Itt us reneraber 

The truft that he Wqueachs f — b» wife ! his childmi 

*Tis ours to li^e ibr dieai. Remenber too 

His noble anfwer to the princely Monmouth^ 

Oflferiog to (hare his prifon and his fate ! 

Did he net faj, it would embitter death 

To have his friends die with him? 

Cavendish. 

O my Lord f 
Your forrow is of pure and heavenly temper ; 
Mine the fierce anguifli of indignant frenzy : 
Fray pardon it I 

BlDFORD. 

Pardon thee ! gallant fpirit ! 
Thou bright example of exalted friendOiip ! 
Thou haft my love, my fondeft admiration ; 
In my juft heart thou rankeft with my children^ 
And art the pillar, now my Ruiftl falls, 
*1 haf my weak age muft cling to for fupport. 

Cavendish. 

In duty, my dear Lord, .though not in merit. 
You may spcount me'your^s : and pitying Heavea 
May yet, in mercy to a nation's prayers^ 
Spare to your virtuous age your worthier fon : 
1 cannot bend my fpirit to admit 
His fate inevitable : gracious Powers I 
Who watch o'er fuffering virtue, who infpire 
The profperou^ deeds of cbance-idefyingfriendftipf 
Aflift my laboring an^diftraaed brain, 

Wh( 



A T R A G E D Y. 211 

*^hofe faculties are on the rack to find 
^*pecficnts to prefcrve our country's pridey 
J^^e friend and champion of her faith and freedom, 
' *'Oni the bafe ftrokc of tyrannous revenge I 

Bedford. 

'^in are thofe anxious thoughts : the vigilant eye 
^f keen OpprefCon will fecure her vi6kim. 
'^^e nervelefs arm of childhood could as foon 
^reft from the tiger's gripe his bleeding prey, 
^^ we by violence deliver Ruilel 
^^m the vindidtive York. 

Cavendish ( after a pauje ) . 

I thank ^t^^ Heaven ! 
^ lie bright idea is, I feel, from thee : 
^tid it has chas'd the darknefs of defpair 
^ rom my o'erclouded mind, 

Bedford. 

What means thy ardour ? 

Cavekdish. 

C5ood angels have fuggefted to my foul 
^ projed yet to fave him. 

Bedford. 

Name it \ nagie it 

Cavendish. 

Your pardon,, my dear Lord ! — accept alone 
This firm afTu ranee, that my new deiign 
Has nou^ of rafb ei^ertion to involve 
A fiigle life in danger ! or if one. 
It muft be mine alone \ and in this crifisi 

HoMf 
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How gUcily (hall I yield my l^fc for his^ 

And die tnumphant in the bleft exchange! [i 

Lady Margahet. 

Brave CaTendifli f— He's gone — Ye (ainta of heavei 
If fricndihipy lihe your own, dtferves your cart. 
Go ever with htm, and from all the perils. 
That wait the noble felf-negle^n^ fpirit, 
Prote^ him f and afliil his godlike aim * 
Preferve thi« matehlefs pair of gallant friends. 
And let them flune the craameoc of earth ! 

Bedford. 

Thoa pray 'ft in rain, dear child f ihfs daunt 

friend, 
Tranfccndent as he is in truth and honour. 
Can nought avail us : he muft prove die dupe 
Of ardent pailions and of finguine virtue. 
If there's a ray of glimmecing hope, t!.at yet 
May faintly lead us through this ni[;ht of horror, 
Ic cannot life from any bright endowments 
In thofe we love, but rather from the vice. 
The abjeft vice, tJiat glares in our opprelfors. 
Our tyrants are neceflitous, and thirft 
For gold, as keenly as for innocent blood. 
Kind fortune, haply for this great emergence^ 
Has made me mafter of no common wealth ; 
And this, with lucky art diilri^ufed 
Among the needy minions of the king. 
May purchale ftill our RulFel's forfeit life. — 
Come ? my dear child, retire we toconfult- 
On this our fole refource f Thou will not fcruple 
To meet, and to embrace a noble poverty, 
II thy loft portion can redeem thy brother I 

La 
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Lady Margaret. 
^^^ft be thy happreft thought, my tender father f 
^'* health, all good fs ccnterM in his I'afety ; 
^^^, witnefs Heaven ? my heart would freely bear 
■^•^ tf>e loath ^^d.ha^ips of the houfefefs vagrant, 
yp^ thfnk them bleflings, if they aught conduced 
* O reicue RufTel from a traitor*s death. 
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SCENE L 

Lord and Lady RulTel /» Prifon^ 
A Table with Papers, Pen, and Ink^ 
Ladly Russel. 



.UST I entreat in vain? — Alas? my Ruflel^ 
Where is thy fwe< t compliancy of foul. 
That made, till now,, thy Rachel's voice a ftranger 
To rude and irkfome importunity ? 
Has life fo little to engage thy wiihe* 
Thou wilt not a(k to live ? 

RUSSEL. 

Canft thou, my Iove> 
By fo unkind a queflion canft thou give 

Such 
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Such hard conftrudtjon to thy. Ruflers thoughts : 
Where is there one inhabitant of earth. 
If not thy hufband, who has every caufe 
To cherifti his exiftence ? — Gracious Power! 
Whofe wifdom regulates the lot of mortals, 
I feel, and with devouetft gratitude 
Blefs thee for fignal bounties to thy fervant. 
But moft for this, thy heft and deareft gift. 
This lovely virtuous woman ; whom to part with 
Is now my hardeft trial : but from thee. 
Dread Arbiter of every human fcene I 
(However ftrange to man's contrafted fenfe) 
This trial comes , O ftrengthen us to bear it 
With tender fortitude and meek obedience 1 

Lady Russel. 
It is our duty dill, and Heaven enjoins ir. 
To mike all blamelefs efforts to preferve 
A life fo precious : if thy rigid honor. 
In pity both to me and to thy children. 
Will (loop to write one line of fupplication 
To the all- powerful York, he will obtain 
Thy inllanl pardon from the pliant king. 

RuSSEL. 

Thou knowcft not th' inexorable hate 

Of that Woody-thirfty fpirit.— It has pleas'd 

The author of my life to let the rage 

Of ruthlefs bigotry prevail againd it : 

A band of venal or mifguided men 

Have doom'd me to the fcafbld, on the plea 

That I have plotted to deftroy my fovepetgn. 

Though Heaven and thou, who knoweft all mji 

See the bafe falihood of the bbody charge : 

But to the voice of Law^ however tortur^d^ 
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^c a prompt obeifence ; nought remains 
^ that I meet the ftrolic of ftern Oppreflion 
^uits the votary of Public V^irtue. 
luft not fulJy, by a bafe lubmilfion, 
'ame yet fpotlefs, the fole legacy 
s allowM me to bequeatli my children. 

Lady Russel. 

T as I hold thy lif^, which is ip truth 
only anchor in this (ea of troubles, 
eve me, Ruflcl, I would rather yield, 
hout a ftruggle yield that precious life 
Perfecution's ftrolre, rather than lead, 
jght could lead, thy clear and refolute virtue 
one bafe a£t of weaknefs and di&onour. 

Russel. 

s! my love, the cloud of thy affli£lion 
dimm*d thy quick difcernment j but the paper, 
ich thy fond care now urges nae to write, 
uld darken all the fiory of my life : 
uft not, in that ftory's doling leaf, 
ere Fortitude ihould tix the feal of Hoaor, 
- the fair record with a fearful blot. 

Lady Russel. 
ir Ruflel ! exercile thy pujer judgment ; 
?fe are not fcruples of thy manly realan, 
niceties of proud fantaftic honor, 
honor jealous to a vain excefs. 
i¥ can the meafure, that my love foltcits, 
olve thee in diigrace ? Without abafementj 
I injur'd Innocence not fay to Power, 
e me the lifib, jof which Iniquity 
( made thy voice the arbiter ? 

Russel. 
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RUSSEL. 

Thou knowef^. 
Dear inmate of my fecret foul f kind prompter 
Of my beft thoughts ! k has been long thi aim 
Of my pad life to win my country "s love ; 
Not by the popular arts of vain ambition^ 
(Wh'ch Nature never forniM me to pofTefs) 
But by lacefTant vigilance to Ihield 
Our fuith and freedom, by an ardent wifli 
To prove that patriot virtue, (the ftale jeft 
Of fervile fpirits, as an empty name) 
Is an exifting vigorous principle 
In minds of Englifh temper. I have fail'd 
In the prijv.e oHjett that my foul purfued^ 
To fave our pure religion and our laws 
From Bigotry's encroachment i and I lofe 
My life, endangered by that noble confiidt r 
But 1 have gain*d^ and let me ftill prcferre it t 
The kind efteem of this enlighten'd nation: 
This I muft forfeit, fjrfeit all the praife 
And influence of no inglorious life,. 
If 1 become an abjeft luppliajit 
To that fierce zeakjt, from whofe iron- rod 
I (Irove to (belter this devoted land. 

Lady Russel» 
No, RufTelf the corrupted lips of Faftion 
Are prone to evil : but tTie voice of ages. 
The fentence of the world, is firmly juft 5 
And by tliat fentence thou art fure to ftand 
High on the lid of thofe bright charaders 
ImmortalizM with pure idolatry 
By Truth and Freedom ; men whofe very name 
Is fweeteft mufic ^o the ear of Nature* 
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^n a future age, when we are dull,. 
^y virtues can be queftionM, it muft be 
' fycophants, who, flattering royalty^ 
ith flanderous furmifes would degrade 
ch juft antagonift ofJawIefs power 5 

by thofe yet more, abjedt enemies, 
lofe fcepcics of a cold iarcaftic fptrit, 
bo, judging from their own contracted hearts, 
Hefs no confidence in human virtue* 

R(7SSBL» 

^6lron over-rates thy RulTers merit: 

t let this fond opinion of his fame 

delude thy vain requeft^ which, "being granted^ 

ould but afHid thy love* Confider well 

»w it wo\ild wound thy generous pride, to hear 

ly lord had ftain'd the life thou dcem'ft fo gloriou* 

' aji ignoble eagernefs to live. 

.Ladt Rus,sBL» 

lieve me, RufTel, ie would wound me more 
> think that, deaf to all my juft entreatief> 
y hufband, carelefs of his oi* phan children^ 
ith fullen dignrty threw life away, 
icher that (loop to fue for the re^lHon 
'his^ unrighteous, doom.. 

RUSSFL^ 

Alas ! my Iove> 
ould I implicrtly purfue the dictates 
' all thy fotfd fclicitude,. fuch condu6t 
ould but provoke the infult of our foei,. 
id Q9uld avail thee nothings . 

LaH'V 



ai8 LORDRUSSEL: 

Lady Russel. 

Yes, my Ruflel, 
Should the rclentlefs York rejedt thy prayer. 
In thofe fad years of bitternefs and anguifl?, 
Whep, if the will of Heaven is fix*d to part us. 
My widow'd foul, with unabating forrov/. 
Mud dwell upon thy image, and for ever 
Repals in thought thefe agonizing fcenes. 
It will afford me then a faint relief. 
To think my active love, in this diftrefs. 
Omitted nothing/ that had duty^s fan£tioQ, 
To fnatch thee from the fcaifold. 

• Russbl. 

Lovely fuppliant f 
T6y virtuous tendemefs has melted me ^ 
And, though I could not purchafe rt by guilt. 
Thy peace is dearer to my heart than glory. 
Thou (halt not fay thy RufTcl e'er refus'd 
One prayer of thine : — give me again the pen 
My weak difdain rejected. . [Rjtffel writeu 

Lady Russel, 

Blefs thy kindncfs ! 
Blefs thy prevailing love ! for I perceive 
How hardly it has ftruggled, to obtain 
This triumph over brave indignant pride. 
Abhorring even the (badow of difgrace. — 
O thou all-powerful Spirit! who canft make 
The meaneft implements of mortal ufe 
Thy minifters of fafety or deftrudtion > 
Grant ihat this love -directed pen may prove 
An inftrument of gracious prefervation ! 
Guide tliou my Ruflel's hand \ — into this paper 

Pour 
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Pour words of heavenly potency to change 
The bloody wifli of blinded Superftition, 
And melt vindidive Rancour into mercy f 

Enter Spencer. 

Lady Russel» 
Kind Spencer I opportunely art thou come 
To chear my Ruflel's folitary hour. 
While my keen hopes to win by fupplication. 
From potent York, the pardon of my Lord^ 
Force me to leave him* 

SPENCBKt 

111 befall the heart 
That mdes not at the voice of fuch a fuppliaai !: 

'RutS^EU 

Good Spencer { thanks to that unwearied zeal 
Which makes thee frequent in thy welcome vifits 
To a poor captive. — There, my anxious Love ! 
Take what thy truth and tendernefs have forcM 
From Ruifers frail and yielding relolution : 
His pliancy 9 I know, will meet with blame ; 
But thofe who have a heart to feel thy merits. 
Will blufli at their cjuick cenfure, and recall it. 

Lady Russel. 
Now let me, RufTel f from thy prifon fl- , 
Like the exploring dove, whofe eager wing 
Flew frorn^ the ark, to vifit it again 
With blefl aflurance of fubfiding florms. {Exst. 

RussEL, 
My worthy kinfman, when my voice is filencM, 
As foon it will be, witnefs to the world 

The 
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n he tender virtues and conQubial love i 

Of that angelic woman ! — And, 1 pray. 
As gtntlenefs and honor have endeared thee 
To all ourhoule, do thou, my faithful Spencer, 
Attend, with pitying care, my wife and father 
On the dread day that ends our mortal union ; 
Watch them with all the vigilance offriendfliip, 
Andfoothe the recent anguifh of their grief. 

Spencer* 
Heaven yet, my Lord, may fave us from that fceoe 
Of private woe and national diflrefs. 

Rl/S.SEL» 

Believe roe, thougti I (loop to afk for life, 
1 a(k not, thinking to obtain my fuit ^ 
But from the tender wiih to mitigate 
The future fuflPerings of a faithful mourner. 
By thia compliance widx her fondeft prayer» 

Sfencek* ' 
The touching eloquence of her affliction, 
JoinM to the memory of her father*s merit. 
That honourM fervant of the Crown, Southampton^ 
May wreft your pardon from the fdvagelieait 
OftuUenYork^ 

RussiL/ 
Irapoflible, my friend I 
My life's the prey that his infatiate rage 
Has keenly chasM — he holds it in his toils. 
And every profpedt of efcape is closM. 

Spencer. 
Yet think, my Lord, that other means of fafety— ^ 

RUSSEL 
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RUSSEL. 

No, Spencer: I have thought, I truft not vainly. 
Of the chief objeft that my mind muft dwell on. 
How to fuftain the trying part to which 
The will of Heaven appoints me ; how to meet 
The fudden ftroke of ignominious death. 
As may become the man whofe life has won 
From this brave land obfervance and regard,— 
O Spencer! when the wearied eyefurveys 
The gloomy face of Earth, the Law's abufe. 
And Freedom finking undei* favage Power, 
The wreck of Public V'irtue, the bafe arts 
And treachery of Iier apoftate fons. 
With all the countlefs ills that in her train 
A blind and barbarous Superftition brings ; 
When thefe are present to the guiltlefs mind. 
It feems a fair and bJelfed face to fly 
From this dark den of milery and vice. 
To the bright prefence of divine Perfcdion ! 

Spencer. 
Yet of how pure a nature are thofe bladings 
This earth would furniih to your refcued virtue ! 

RUSSEL, 

gentle kinfmani in my fofter hours 

My heart ftiil clings to tliofe attrafitive objects 
Of tendereft attachment ; for this heart 
Was fram'd by nature for the fweet enjoyment 
Of focial duties and domeftic blifs, 

1 will avow to thee, (for thy mild fpirit 
Can fympathize in every true diftrd's) 
That when I think to what excefs of anguiih 
1 leave the wcrthieft and moft tender wife. 

That 
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That with endearing innocence and love 
£*er bleil a huf^and, the forbidden tear 
Starts from my eye perforce, my frame is chilTdf 
And (hiidders at the fliarp divorce of (led. 
So foon to fall upon our chafle affedion. 

Spencer. 
Yet may ye live a bleffing to each other ; 
And give a bright example to naankind. 
That happineis abides with virtuous love l^^ 
Life {lands within your choice: — the King, who ko 
With what a fond rcfpedt and confidence 
The generous people lean to the opinion 
Of menfo rooted in their hearts as you are. 
Courts your acceptance of immediate pardon | 
If you will but acknowledge, in his prefence. 
That you believe no fubjed has a right. 
However tempted, to refill tlie Throne, 

RUSSEL. 

Have any of my friends fuppos'd that RulTel 
Could buy exiftence at a price like this ? 

Spencer.. 
The worthy churchmen, who in this vile prifon 
Have been your kind alliduous attendants. 
Build on this ground ftrong hopes ;— they have bbt; 
The lan::^ion of your venerable father 
To argue with you this important queftion ; 
Believing they may lead your candid mind 
To terms, which, in tlieir cool confiderate judgme; 
Have the clear warrantry of truth and reafon. 

RuSSEL, 

Good men ! they are an honor to the church 
For fignal harmony of faith and pra<aice j 
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laply, craropM by piety's nice fcruples, 
: minds have not expanded to emSrace 
mighty caufe of Freedom. — O my friend ! 
It the ipirit-ftirring faculty 
oquence, to range in bright array 
potent claims of Nature, and enlill: 
r pure fervice all the noble palfions 
give diftinflion to the life of man : 
jacious Heaven endow'd me with a heart 
ft the upright virtuous citizen ; 
neet the axe, much rather than betray 
:harter*d rights of this my native land. 

Spencer. 
'ou, my Lord, fo fettled in your thoughts 
lis nice queilion, that no arguments 
(bake the airy fabric of opinion ? 

RussPL. 
Spencer, thou haft known me many years, 
'or a man of plain and firaple reafon ; 
h clearly tells me that the Kind's pofition, 
granted, finks the free-born Tons of England 
le tame vaffals of a Turkifln defpot. 
lind can frame no image of a ftate 
laws have limited, without a right 
uard thofe limitations j and my confcience, 
higher fovereign, who challenges 
rft obedience in all points of moment, 
not permit me, by a different language, 
urchafe life from the deluded King. 

Spencer. 
painful admiration I hare heard 
fteady dilates of your patriot virtue. 

That 
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That wil\ with mingled agony and joj. 
Confirm the prefage of your nobk father. 
Ht)we\The liftens, with attentive fondnefsy 
To z\l that friendly zeal fuggefts to fave you. 
He knows, and glories in your firm adherence 
To the dear rights of England « nor can wifli. 
Though with the fandion of fuch friends, lo fee y<^«* 
Exchange it for the lure of forfeit life« 

RUSSEU 

Although I truft he fully knows that mind. 

Which his fond cares have ftrengthenM and enrich'd 

With its beft powers of -manly refolution^ 

Yet, as ill-grounded and diftrefling doubts 

Are natural infirmities of age. 

At times, perchance, my venerable father 

May fear left the approach of violent deack 

Should with difgraceful pliancy infed 

The fpirit of hi&fon — I therefore pray thee 

Return; aifurehim, that our pious friends 

Muft lofe their well-meant labor in debate : 

My mind's unchangeable ; and gracious Heaven, 

As my dart fate draws nearer, gives my foul 

New ftrength to triumph o^er its ftiadowy terrors ! 

Aflure the tender Bedford, I (hall meet 

The hour of execution as his love 

Muft wiih, with that fedate and chearfal brow 

Which fuits the guiltlefs fon of fuch a father. 

Spencer. 
My Lord, I will religioufly obey you. 
And on the inftant 5 as I now perceive 
Your chief heart chofen friend is come to (hare 
The private converfe of your precious hours. [ExiU 

Enter 
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Enter Cavendish. 

RUSSEL. 

V'^lcome, dear Cavendifh f my eager heart 

las panted for thy prefence^ keenly wilhing . i ' 

^o reft die burden of its cares on thee. 

^et, ere I ceafe to live, O let me take 

^ne long farewell of him, whofe friendfliip gave 

-uftre and value to that life which fate 

^vercly calb me to refign ! 

Cavendish. 

Which Love 
^nd Friendfhip's voice command thee to prefervc.— 
come to fave thee, RuiTel? normuftlofe 
^ne moment in the heayen-fuggefted plan... 

RussEL. 

i^ear fanguine friend, the fond illufive warmth 
»^f thy kind heart invefts thy eager fancy 
With vifionary power. 

Cavendish. 

The fiends of hell 
Shall nqt defeat the proje^ my good angel 
Infpires for thy protedtion f — Swear thou, firfl. 
By our inviolate friendfliip, and by ties ' - 

Yet ftronger on thy heart, thy wife and children. 
Swear thou wilt grant me one requeft. 

RussEL. 

Dear Cavendiflj, 
rhou wouldft engage me in feme hafly bufinefs. 
Pregnant with danger to thy gerierous ielf j 
Elfehad thy frank affe^ion ne'er devis'd 
Vol. III. M A bond 
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A bond fo needlefs, to the mind which holds 

Requefts from thee as facred as the laws 

Of faith and honor : — but explain thy purpofe. 

Cavendish. 
Here, in this happy hour of privacy. 
Let us exchange our habits $ fo may*il thou. 
Muffling thy face as in the veil of forrow, 
Fafs unfufpedted, and elude the guard. 
Two of our trufty friends are plac'd to meet thee. 
And all the means of thy efcape concerted. 
Hafte, I conjure thee ! while I here remain 
Wrapt in thy mourning garb; but with a fpirit 
Ready to burft into triumphant joy. 
And mock the baffled malice of thy foes. 

RUSSEL. 

Brave Cavendifh ! *tis b^rd to quit a world 
That furniflies fuch friends i yet eaiier this. 
Than by a hafty flight from death to hazard 
A life I hold ftill dearer than my own. 
No, I can ne'er expofe thy generous virtue 
To that bafe fate thou urged me to ihun. 

Cavendish. 
They dare not ftrike at me ; their venal juries 
Have pad no treacherous verdict op my head. 

RuSSEL. 

The eminence of thy exalted virtue 
Would make thee their fure vidim ; and perchance 
The latent ruffians (fuch I think there are) 
Who robb'd the injurM world of gallant Eflex, 
Would double, in the mind of their bafe niafter. 
Their murd'rous merits by difpatching thee. 

Cavemdisi 
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Cavbndish. 
There is no peril ; but admit the worfl, 
I want not ftrength tp grapple with fuch villains^ 
And wear a dagger here to punilh them. 

RUSSEL. 

Friend ofmy inmoft foul ! thy generous offer 
Yet clofer draws thofe honorable bands 
That in our mortal pilgrimage have bound us 
Firm to each other, and, defying death. 
Will prove to us, I truft, in brighter (cenes, 
A lafHng unextinguilhable fource 
Of pure ambition and angelic joy. 
But the Hnd purpofe of thy noble zeal 
Thy RuiTel muft rcjcft. Granting thy plan 
Free from all perils to thy precious life, 
(And it abounds with many raoft alarming) \ 
Fli^t howfo'er cffedled, would produce 
DiQionour to thy friend, as wanting truft 
In fpotlefs innocence or manly courage* 

Cavendish. 
The tongue of Slander dares not to impeach 
Thy fortitude ! 

RussEL, 
Yet more : for I will lay 
My fecret foul before thee. — Thou haft {e&i 
How far thy friendfhip and my Ravel's love 
Have power to make life lovely in>^ ^^t %. 
And my kind father, whofe declining age- 
But I muft paufe, and check this natural burft 
Of tender gratitude, — Thou fully knoweft 
All the ftrong ties that chain my heart to earth i 
Yet I perceive thefe adamantine links, 
TouchM, without doubt, by heavenly mfluence, 

M z Seemi 
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Seem to give way ; and my afpiring foul 
Begins to covet that ignoble fate^ 
Wliichihews fo horrible in vulgar eyes ! 

CaV£NDISM, 

And canfl thou wifb to leave us ? 

RuSSEL* 

O my friend f 
Among the ftrongeft paflions of my heart. 
Perhaps more forcible than love and fri^ndfliipy . 
From childhood I have cherilhM an attachment 
To my brave country :— ^though a tranfient cloud 
Now hovers o'er her, my prophetic eyes 
Perceive that (he is deftin^d to emerge 
To happinefs and glory. Thou (halt live, 
Dearnoble friend ! to view, and to afTtft 
This bleft event.— The death I am to {affev 
Will more contribute, than my life could do,: 
To England's welfare : — in the future fabric, 
Deftin'd to fave and to perpetuate 
The fapp'd foundations of her faith and freedom. 
My blood may prove a cement ; this idea 
Suflains, infpirits, and delights my foul. 

Cavendish. 
Heroic Ruflel ! bright and genuine martyr 
Of Liberty and Truth! if thou muft periih, 
I yet (hall wear, engraven on my heart, . 
The radiant image of thy fignal virtues. 
As a pure charm, of potency to guard 
The lowlieft mind from every fervile thought.— 
Hark ! fure I heard the hated voice of York ! 
Dares he infult imprifon'd innocence. 
By venturing to approach it ? May we not 

Move 
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love farther off* from that detef^ed found ? 

: (bakes my torturM brain^ ind almoft tempts me 

^o ruih at once, and from the coward bread 

>f that apoftate tear th* envenom'd heart 

^hat guides the murd'rous axe againft my RuileU 

RUSSEL. 

'atience^ dear ardent fpirit ! — Come this way ; 

The adjoining chamber is allotted me 

'or privacy and prayer. Come« to receive 

The benedidiion of thy dying friend. [Exewit. 

E^tir Tcfrk^ with tbt Lieutenant •ftbi Tcwer. 
York. 

know fome proud abettors of his guilt 
Lie plotting his efcape ; but mark, Lieutenantj 
fthe convicted traitor in your charge 
Ippear not on his fummons to the fcafifold, 
four life (hall anfwer it. 

LiBUTENANT. 

I truft your Highnefs 
-Vill never fee occafion to condemn me 
''or any breach or negligence of my duty. 

Enter Lady Ruflel. 

Lady Russ^l. 
^ay an unhappy mourner dare to hope 
That gracious mercy guides the princely York 
To Ruffel's prifon ? At your feet I fall 
n my dear Lord's behalf, who in this paper 
mplorfes your interceifion witii the King 
To fave.aQ innocent and injurM fubje^. 

M 3 YoiK. 
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O let no fubtle fiend, with bafe fuggeftion. 

Subdue that heavenly impulfe ! ne^er was monarch 

More loudly call'd, by Equity and Truth, 

To the exertion of his nobleft power. 

The privilege to fpare. — So may my foul 

Find grace before the judgment-feat of Heaven^ 

As it is furc my RufTel never harbourM 

A fin^e thought of blood, or aught of evil^ 

Again ft the life and welfare of his King : 

Nay more, my Liege ; I know his gentle virtue 

Has often join'd in painful fellowfliip 

With bold bad men, whom his pure heart abhorrMi 

To lead your child, the young'and princely MonmWt 

From the dark paths of their pemtciotts counfelt 

King. 
Your Lord is happy in an advocate 
,Of nEK>ft perfuafive powers : I wiib, but dare notp 
To ftop the courfe of the offended law 
Agai'nft.the man for whom your tender virtues 
Plead withfuchfervency :*— my kingdom's peace 
Demands the dread completion of his fentence s 
His refcu'd life would lead triumphant Fa^on 
To practices more daring, and diftraft; 
The agitated realm with civil broils, 

Ladt Russel. 
Alas f you little know the gentle fpirit 
Of my wrongM Lord. But if his life is held 
So hazardous to England's peace, my Liege, 
O let him pafs the remnant of his days 
Far from this troubled ille :— his wife and children 
Will guide th* obedie;nt exile vi^ere you order i 
And, ifadefertyields him' life and fafety. 
Think paradife is there f 

Ki 
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King. 

You touch my foul, 
air foppUant ! Let them blame my pliant weaknefs 1 
am not marble, and muft ihew you mercy. — 
^ere is my Lord of Bedford — with his fon ? 

Lady Russel. . 
fo, my kind Sovereign ;— (hall I fly to feek him ? 

. King. 

^idhim, with inftant fpeed, prepare a veifelf 
^hat may convey Lord Ruffel to the coaft 
VPrancc 6r Holland, as our will diredts.-— 
^h you little know what cruel bars 
)b(bu6t thrf willing "ftep of royal mercy : 
ungs are forc'd often to do good by ftealth, 
ind fuch j^. n(^w my curfe^But let your father 
lake prepaVatiQus ^r a fecret flight, . 

Ind wait our pieafujre with the prifoner here. 
Ire night he^ftall .receive our terms of pardon, . 
md with iKeih an pxprefs, though private order 
or the enlargement of your captive Lord. 

t Lady. RussEL* 

'lay the greic Fountain of beneficence, 

The Kings of kings, reward my gracious mafter 

or this kind promife to his grateful fervant ! — 

>my gbod'Liegpl let but your own mild fpirit 

\e your prime counfellor, to (hut your ear 

kgainft the fubtleties of cruel zealots; " 

rranquiility Ihall blefs your faf^. dominion," , : 

Ud loyalty and love fuppprt'y pur thrdnei—- • 

^ut let me fly. to my delivered Ruflel 

Vith thefe moli happy tidings of your bounty f, 

ind in reiterated prayers to Heaven, 

Ms Tf r 
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For every good on my indulgent Sovereign, 

Pour forth the fullnefs of my fwelling heart ! ^ ^^ 

King. . 
How touching is her love ! I envy RuQel 
Th* angelic tendernefs of that cha(^e woman. 

Enter York* 

York. 

Whatf has the whining; wife of guilty Ruffel 
Pefter'd your ear, my brother, vnth vain tales,. 
To vouch the truth of that convidted traitor ? 
Whofe death muft now be fpeedy, to fecure 
Your kingdom's quiet, and your perfon^s {a&Vf^ 

Kl NG» 

Brother, your Romifli friends incline' too much 
To fangui'nary counfels — I abhor them f 
What, if in pity to a virtuous woman^ 
In Jdnd remembrance of her father's merits^ 
Friend of our exil'd youth, and be(! fupport 
Of our recovered throne j what if I grant 
Some little mercy to her urgent prayer. 
And change her huiband's death to hanifhment I -■ , 

York* 

By Heaven it muft not be! — JVbatl^ when the Law, 

That faithful guardian of your facred ltfe>' 

Has paft its lentence on your proftrate foe,. 

For bafe confpiracy and bloody treafbn, 

Falfe to yourfelf, ihall you^ in weak.compaffioa ' 

To an infinuat'ing woman's tears. 

Thus refcue and empower Rebellion's idol 

To form a fecond more fuccefsful plot ? 

KlKC 
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King. 

ir hafty fear outruns true policy ; 
this excefs of rigor, which your priefts 
e taught you, bodes, I think, but little good 
I to your power and mine. — You, when you chufe^ 
' vifit Rome ; I, brother, am too old 
eniter once again on foreign travels. 

York. 
may we fuffer you to fall at home, 
ough carelefs indolence, by Treafon's dagger, 
nk not I fpeak from ancient enmity 
this infidious RuiTel : for myfelf, 
las my pardon for his crimes to me ; 
the regard I owe your hallow'd perfon. 
Is me to prefs for his immediate death : . 

>re*he houfe that bears his father's name^ 
; houfe that hid his bloody machinations, 
fh to fee the murd'rous rebel die. — 
let us hafte from hence. . I will affemble 
members of your council moft inftru6ted . ■ ,,' 
lis bafe treafon — they will clearly prove 
I have but this alternative to chufe, ~ 
execute or peri(b ■ ■ One rouft fdll, 
I traiterous convift,^ or the injur'd King. ^ r/ ^ ) 

. ■ . 1 i 
END OF THB SECOl^D ACT* . . / 
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ACT IIL 

S C E N E I. 

LsrJRuffelturiiifig, and aiiendfJij Spenctu 
Sfencbr* 

\^ U I T, my dear Lord, your mournful preparation 
For that unworthy fate, which your bleft confort. 
Here fully provM our good and guardiau angel^ 
Has happilj^ averted. 

RUSSEL. 

When a life 
Hangs, my good Spencer, on a princess word^ 
Whofe refolution is the pliant (lave 
Of artifice and importunity, 
Reafon difdains to take into account 
A poor poiTefTiQn held on fuch a tenure* 
I can believe the King inclines to fave roes 
But know how foon his unrefjfting fpirit 
Yields to the voice erf* that vindidlive zeal. 
Which with inceifant and increafing fury 
Now clamours for my blood : — I therefore hold ft 
The part of prudence to leave nought undone. 
Which, on a fudden fummons to the block, 
I yet might wi(b, but want the time to do. 

. _ ^ , Spencer* 

'Ulcltfs (though noble) may this caution prove ! 
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RUSSEL. 

Be that as Heaven thinks beft. — Since bufy Rumour, 

^^ his blind hafte to catch a fleeting image^ 

's apt to form a faithlefs portraiture 

^public charafters, I here, my frien<J, 

*Ia?e, as a legacy, bequeathed the world 

''^ tme chough (imple pidture of myfelf, 

'^en I am gone, my honeft countrymen, 
heading this paper,/ may with confidence 
Say, Such was Ruffel — this account of him 
^ing as clear from falihood and dilgutfe ' 
^s that which, in his hour of heavenly audit, 
^uft prove the ground of his etefnal doom, 
llere is my lateft talk : perufe this letter, 
^hich on my death the King is to receive ! 

Spencer. 

It breathes that gentle magnanimity • 
For which your life is noted. 

RussEL. 

At the time. 
The (blemn time, when the calm foul prepares 
For quick departure to that world of peace. 
Where enmity and inger cannot dwell, '* 

•Tis furely right to clofe our earthly feuds. 
And part from all men in pure charity. 
Though I have never finn*d againft my ibvereigp, 
Sy any deefl or thp^ight that meant him ill. 
In many vain and inconfideratejbounr . , 
I yet hayle:fported y^ith his nanje andj&ailtii?«l 
So idly, that I hold it decent now 
To crave his pardon for fuch levities 1 
And, in th^ i^ntl^ft langu^el can ufe. 

To 
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To intimates tbtt, dying thus unjuftly, 
I pardon all promoters of my deaths 
The higheft as the lowed. 

Spencer. 

Ceafe, my Lord, 
To dwell on dying thoughts. With eyes that fpo^ 
Of life and comfort, your deliverer /Hryw^ 
Comes, to reftore you to domeftic blifs. 

Enter Lady RufleL 

Lady Russel. 
All, my dear rcfcued Love ! all is prepared 
To aid your bleft removal from this land 
Of danger and diffenfion.— To your fight 
Exile (hall fe6m a kind familiar friend. 
Conducing you to fafety and delight ; 
You ihall not feel } ou have a foreign home. 
For all your houfe, who live but in your prefence. 
Are fixM to travel with us :^the kind Beciford . 
Will to the rough iea truft his feeble age 
For your I'ociety. O had you feen 
How our dear little ones receivM the tidings 
Of this heart-healing voyage f how they pant 
To *hrow their eager fondling arms around you. 
And welcome you again to life and joy ! 

Enter Bedford. -^ " 

Bedford. 

Pride of my foul ! my dear, recovered fon f. 
Again I vievr thee, with parental tranfport, 
SnatchM from the broken fnares of (hameful death 
By thit bleft hand ! — In vain thy fuppUant Ikthec 
Had ofFer'd to exchange his envied' treafures 
For that fu period wraltli, which in his heart 

Outweighs all opulence ^—fuUen Revenge^ 

Subduing 
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idaing Avarice, with (corn reje£lcd 
J profFer'd ranfom. Blank defpair had feiz'd me } 
: in the hour when human efforts failM, 
is pityiog feraph, in a woman's form, 
ags heavenly aid, and turns a tyrant's heart 
blefs the trembling world with Ruffers life ! 

RUSSEL. 

IT objedls of my lovq ! I p?ay you oheck 

is eagemefs of joy ; for O I feel 

at it rauft prove to you the treacherous herald 

heavier grief !-^your kind exulting hope 

I brief day of fummer out of feafon, 

at, promifing to end ftern winter's tyranny, 

es but fupply to his fufpcnded breath 

e power to pierce more deeply i — pray b€'cautioa*d^ 

d with juli fcrefight arm youifelves againft 

le certain rigour oi th' inclement timec 

Bedford* 

s not the King relented, and eneag'd 
J royal word to fave and fet thee free ? 

RUSSBL. . 

is> my father? had his word poflefs'd 

lat ftedfaft fanftity which Ihould bdong 

I the pure breath of pryjces, this fair iile„ 

bo trufled in his faith, had never known 

r prefent depth of national difgrace : 

ye we not feen oui fovereign's promifes 

iverbially invalid ? — Here comes one 

hofe meiTage will^ I doubt rioi, end the quefiion.. 



E$atr 
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Enter an Officer, who bechns Ru^el, and fpt(Ai t$ 
bim afide, 

Bedford. 

my dear daughter ! the high flood of hope . 
Sinks in my heart, and leaves a hideous void. 

Lady Russel. 
Speak, fpeak, my Ruflel ! is it life or death ? 

Russj^L. 

Patience, fweet fufferer !— Pray mfonn tJieiheiiflV i 
Although this (hort and peremptory fummons 
Savours of cruel hafte, he (hall not wait. . ; 

[£jc*rQfficcn 

RuSSELt " • 

Ye, whpfe k^n forrow has more pqw^^ to flujce . ; ; * 
The heart of Ruflel than th* jmpending.axc, ... ' 1/ 
By our pure love. let me cpnj^re ye now - \ 

To reconcile your grief-diftemper'd thoughts 
, To Heaven's dread pleafure % who, for fonae high pur^ 
pofe, • . ^ 

Permits the oppreflive doom of innocence \ 
Tht King has fi gnified he cannot fave me. 
And 1 muft die co-day. 

Lady Russel. ' . 

Perfidious cruelty f 

But I will fly, and by my loud complaint^ 

Waking dead Honor in. his witherM mind. 

Force from the treacherous King his promi«'4 niQrcyr 

Exk. 
, Bedford. 

1 yet will make one hopelefs effort more 

To ftop the vengeance of inlatiate York. \Exiu 

RnssBL. 
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RUSSEL. 

Goy ye kind beings ! for the bufy love 

That finds employment, though in fruitlefs labor^ 

Listens the preffure of the grief it bears. — 

Thou feeft, good Spencer, that my tender wife 

Is now fupported by her zeal to fave me ; 

But on my death, the quicknefs of her fpirit 

Will work like latent fire within her heart, 

A flow confumer of her wafting frame. 

It is her fate that wounds me — for my own 

Is but the ihorteft and moft eafy paiTage 

From earthly trouble to celedial joy. 

It 18 the fancy of the vulgar mind 

That foolifbly arrays the dreaded form 

Of fudden death in vifionary horrors : 

Believe me, Spencer, in the month juft paft. 

The tranfient iicknel^ of my lovely boy 

Prefs*d harder on my heart, and more difturb*d 

The native calmnefs of my even fpirit. 

Than my near profpe6t of the ready fcaffbld. 

Spenc£^« 

Yet, my dear Lord, I view with awefiil wonder 
The firm ferenity of foul you (hew 
On this hard ted of human fortitude! 

RussEL. 

Refle6t, my friend, that my imprifonment 
Has made the .fearful image of my fate 
Familiar to my thought. It is furprize 
That gives to Death his moft appalling power 1 
To the clear eye of guiltlefs Contemplation 
That gloomy fpe6tre grows a gorgeous herald, 
Whofe trumpet founds the triumph of the foul, . 

And 
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And fpeaks its entrance on the fhge of glory. 

How grand ! how pregnant with ddight and wonder. 

Mud be the change of fcene from earth to heaven !— 

What if a mortal^ who had pafsM his days 

In the dim cavern of a noxious mine. 

Worn wi'h hard toil, where health-annoying vapours 

Vext and confounded his imperfed fenfe i 

If fuch a mortal fuddenly were laid 

On the bright fummii of a lofty hill. 

To tafte the balmy I'weetnefs of the mom^ 

And, for the Brfl time, fee the riling fun 

Array this fair and fmiling earth in all 

The radiant lovelinefs of form and colour !— # 

O Spencer ! if I felt for felf alone. 

This period, deem'd the faddeft of my life. 

Could only fill my mind with heavenly joy i 

But for my mourning friends, and moft for her 

Whofe faithful love has many years to weep. 

My faltering heart — now give it ftrength, good HcJl» 

ven ! 
For even now its hardeft trial comes — 
My Rachel, in the anguifli of defpair, 
' Returns to take a long and lad farewell. 

Eftier Lady Ruflel. 

4 Lady Russel. 

Dear RuiTel, I renounce illufive hope ! 
And now mud teach my weaknefs to fuftaiii 
The heavieft load of mifery that ever 
Fell on the bleeding heart of helplefs woman!— 
The King denies thee, what the bafeft felon 
Afks not in vain, the refpite of a day. 
Could'ft thou believe it ? he and favage York 
Are now, like blood-hounds, come to hunt thee hence. 

And 
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I drive thee to thy death ! they but allow me 
iw (hort minutes, in a laft embrace 

clafp> to blefs; and part with thee for ever ! 

RUSSEL* 

m may we part as we have liv'd, my Rachel^ 
be pare dignity of perfed love^ 
tain'd by weaknrfs ! 

Lady Russkl. 

Do not dread my tears 1 
J cannot fall to melt thy manly firmnefs. 
Heaven has fteelM me for this aweful hour. 

RUSSBL. 

m dear angelic fpirit ! *tis from thee 

I I have learnt the trueft fortitude ; 
>urage built upon a heavenly bafis.— 
racious Being ! who has guided us 

ough fourteen years of pure domestic blifsf 
; beft and rareft of thy gifts to man, 
ept, as tribute for thy bledings paft^ 
' meek fubmiflion in this trying hour 
hy more dreadful pleafure ! — at thy call 
eld my guiltlefs life, nor would decline 
die for having ftrugglcd to preftrve 
Y pureft worihip in my native land, 
lat my blood might quench that fatal torch 
Mrbarous Superflition, which begins 
(bed once more its fanguinary glare 
ir this frighted ifle ! Might Ruflel prove 
i laft to perifh by oppreffive power, 
I the bafe fentence of perverted law ! — 
not my blood on the mifguided men 
ofe fury flieds it !— As I truly pardon 

1^ 
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My ruthlefs enemies, fo. Heaven! may'ftdiou 
Take to the charge of thy heart-healing mercy 
This, my chief care, thisdeareft, laft concero 
Of my departing foul, this fpotlefs woman I 

Lady Russel. 
Let not thy fears for me, my generous Ruflel f 
Too fondly agitate thy feeling mind ; 
The gracious Power who bleft U3 in each Other^ 
Will not, I know, abandon utterly 
An unoffending, weak, affli£bed woman. 
Dear to fo pure a fpirit, fan£tified 
By the kind prayers of an expiring martyr t 

Russel. 

My Lore I I will not to thy care commend 

Thy little orphans ; for an angel's iight 

Cannot in tender vigilance furpafs 
The aniious mother, who furvives to ihield 
The infant pledges of our chafte affeflion ! 
No,' let me prefs a« charge upon thy memory. 
Where I moft fear thy failure, thy dear felf i 
Regard thy precious health, as the pofTeffion 
That I enjoin thee to preferve and cherifli. 

Lady Russel* 

Thou guide and guardian of thy Rachel's life ! 
Though the dark grave rouft hide the ftom my eyes. 
Thy gentlenefs, thy love, thy truth, thy virtues. 
Will ftill, like faithful and protecting fpirits. 
Be ever prefent to my thought, and give 
My grief-dejedled mind new power to rear ■ 
The little idols of my widow'd heart. 

RUSSE 
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RUSSBL. 

They vnll have all, that youth requires, in thee > 
The gentle friend, the fond, yet firm^iredlor, 
Whofe fteady kindnefs, and rever'd perfedtion. 
Makes difcipline delight : their minds from thine 
May copy all the virtues $ chiefly (Wo, 
Of prime diftindlion. Truth and Fortitude, 
The pillars of all human excellence! — 
I blefs thee now for many years of fonduefs ; 
But moft for that fublimity of love. 
Which has difdain'd to mike my fate more bitter ' 
By abjedt vain complaints and weakening tears. 

Lady Russel. 
Refrain, I pray you, from this tender praife ; 
It will overthrow the firmnefs you commend. 
And ^ waken all the woman in my bofom. 

- Russel. 

Dear Rachel ! as my boy approaches manhood. 
Teach him to look upon his father^s death 
Rather as noble than unfortunate ! 
Tell him, that, dying by no juft decree, 
I deemM it dill a happinefs that Heaven 
Made me a native of this generous jfle. 
Which, though now darkenM by a tranfient cloud. 
Is doom'd, I trufl:, to be the radiant throne 
Of {ettled Liberty and ftedfaft Faith ; 
Early infufe into his youthful fpirit. 
As the fure ground-work of all manly virtue, 
A fenfe of civil and religious freedom ; 
Give to his pliant mind true EngUfh temper. 
Teach him to fear no Being but his God, 
And to love nothing earthly more than England. 

Enter 
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Enter oh Attendant* 
Attendant. 
My Lord, the officers! 

RUSSEL. 

They (hall not wait. 

Lady Russel. 
Inhuman hafte ! — Do thou, great God ! proportion 
The patience of thy Tervants in diftrefs 
To the infernal malice of their foes ! 
Since thy unqueftionable will permits 
Such innocence to periffa on the fcaffold. 
Send the moft foothing of thy heavenly fpirit3 
To wait unfeen upon the dying martyr ! 
Take from this hideous form of Violent Death 
His horrible attendants. Pain and Anguifli ! 

RuSSEL. 

O my kind Love ! that quick undreaded flroke. 
So foon to fever this frail mortal frame. 
Is but a feather^s printlefs touch, compared 
To this my deepeil wound, which now I feel 
In tearing thus my faithful heart from thine I 
£ach moment that we linger but increafes 
Our mutual pangs ; then take in this embrace 
My lateil benediction ! 

Lady Russel. 
O, farewell ! 
Russel. 
Yet a laft kifs ! — and for our little ones. 
Bear thou to each ttis legacy of love I 
Now we muft part !— Farewell ! 



Ladh 
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Lady Russkl* 

Farewell for ever ! 

[Exit Lady Ruflcl. 

RUSSEL. 

Spencer ! the bittemefi of death is pad^ 
And thou haft nothing more to fear for Ru^el ! 
Then quit him, thou kind, friend, and be thy care 
Devoted to the precious charge he leaves : 
I pray attend that dear unhappy mourner ; 
Place her within my gentle fifter's arms. 
And footh their mutual forrow ! — Tell my father, 
I could have wifhM to clafp his hand once more. 
But that I fearM to (hock his feeble age. 

Spencer. 

Grief, my dear Lord, denies me utterance 
' Of all that I would fay ! — Farewell f my tears 
And prompt obedience will, I truft, to you. 
Though mute interpreters, explain my heart. 

RUSSEL. 

Yet ftop f — Thy Ruflel has now done with time. 

That heavy load to foolifli Indoknce, 

But adtive Probity's prolific treafure ! 

Take then this fmall memorial of efteem. 

This little index o^ the paffing hours ; 

For thou haft wiicio.n to improve their value. 

And I am entering on eternity. 

[Gi^ving his watch to Spencer* 
Stay not for thanks ! follow thy weepiag charge 1 
Haften to her fupport ; and Heaven reward thee ! 

[Exit Spencer. 

* . RusSELt 
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RusscL (kneeling.) 

Thou only perfeft and unfailing Source 

Of all ferenity, all ftrength, all power. 

In thy fi-ail fuppliant man ! thou gracious God ! 

I blefs thy lUvrcy, which in btttereft anguifh 

Has fortified my foul, and now difpels 

All fearful hurry from my even thoughts ! 

O comfort thou thofe kind and tender beings. 

To whom my death muft prove' a lafling wound! 

Grant me to pafs my little reiidue 

Of clofing life with chearful conftancy. 

And take my willing fpirit to thy bofom ! 

Enter Cavendiih. 
Cavendish. 
Allow me, thoubleft martyr! once again 
To prefs thy hand, to bathe it with my tears. 
And, in this agony of greedy forrow. 
Catch from thy lips the laft conunand of friendlhif 

RUSSEL. 

My faithful Cavendifh ! I have but one. 
One wifli to utter that relates to earth ; 
And to thy truth I truft for its completion: 
Dying, I charge thee, by the love thou beareft 
To Ruflel's honor and our country's welfare. 
Quell, in the hearts of all who may lament me. 
The frantic paflion to revenge my death ! 
Wilt thou be mindful of this laft injunction ! 

Cavendish. 
If I negledt one didtate of thy virtue. 
May Heaven, to punifh me, take from my foul 
The dear remembrance of our amity ! 

Ru 
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RUSSEL. 

is well ! — thy ptomife ends my only fear, 
rewell, my gallant^ generous bofom-friend ! 
rewell!— ftill think roe living la my children, 
1 in their little frames embrace thy RuiTel I 

[RuiTel departs^ but after afoort panft returns. 

RUSSBL. 

t thing there is that yet I wifh to fay. 

Cavendish. 
peak f for every accent of thy/ voice 
rces my breall, and all thy words fhall live 
ven as laws on my retentive heart ! 

RuSSBJL. 

:nd of my youth, I have for many years 
d a prime place within thy noble bofom, 
I ftudied all its rich and rare perfedtions, 
i radiant virtues in fair order marihaird 
eath the guidance of prefiding honor : 
feen thee full of hi;^ and gtorious thoughts 
vards this world ; but pardon if I fay. 
If thy brave mind, to me, has fccmM Vo feil 
omage to the fovereignty of Heaven. 

Cavendish. 
»u godlike monitor ! in fuch a moment 
feel for my offences f 

RuSSEL. 

Do not wonder 
he calm temper of thy dying friend ; 
thy own fpotlefs and exalted fpirit 
commune more with Heaven, and thou wilt find 
OL. ni. N The 
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The blefled habit of confidering 

That we are afting in our Maker's eye. 

Arms the unfhrinking foul for every fcene. 

Weigh well the powers of llmple piety. 

Make it the key-ftone in thy arch of virtue. 

And it will keep that graceful fabric firm. 

Though all the ftorms of fortune burft upoh it. 

Yet farther would I prefs this Counfel to thee. 

But time forbids me.—^Once again, farewell ! 

Long be thy life, and crownM with every blefling. 

Till in its peaceful clofe we meet in heaven. [Exii 

Cavendish. 
Smiling he's gone to triumph o'er Oppreffion 
By brave endurance! while my voice, fufpended 
By anguifli, love, and wonder, wanted power 
To breathe ont lad adieu !— While yet he lives, 
I cannot bear to be divided from him : 
No, I will follow — I will fondly gaze 
On the dear model of confummate virtue 
^n to his lateft momeiit^ 1 will fee 
His heavenly patience meet the murd'rous axe ; 
I will behold his death, though in the fight 
My tortur'd cyeftrings burft with agony, {,E^ 

Enter York *ivitb an Officer. 

York. 
At length! have prevail'd ! — tlie traitor dies, 
Spite of the weaknefs in my wavering brother. 
This is indeed an hour of exultation ! 
To all the friends of our true ancient faith 
This public fallof her arch enemy 
Is a fure omen that flie foon will rife 
In all ker gorgeous pomp of elder time,* 
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And from the turbulence of herefy 
Clear this recovered iflew 

Officer. 

Her faireft hope 

Lives in the fpirit of your Higfmefs' zeal. 

••% 

York. 
Yet this infidious Ruflel is fo dear 
"To the deluded vulgar, I dill dread 
A ftruggle for his refcue ? — Say, my friend, 
liaft thou arrangM our private partizana 
At proper intervals to guard the fc^iFold, 
And keep the gaping multitude in awe, 
Thofe refty knaves, who, in this fa^ious land. 
Are ever ready to engage in riot. 
And hazard life for every bold impodor, 
iPr fubtle demagogue wh9 raycs ion freedom ? 

Officer. 
Fear nftt, my Lord ! the voice of loud Sedition 
Will hardly dare to breathe a (ingle murmur 
Upon her idol's fall. 

York. 
And hail thou fettled 
A clear fucceflion of immediate iignals. 
Which may, as Ruflel drops, tranfportto me • 
A quick aifurance that bis head is off. ? , 

Officer. 
Your Highnefs, in the minute of its fall, 
will be apprized 'tis fallen by the found 
Of fifes now ftatlonM in this armoury. 

'Tis well ; my trufty friend, I thank thy care : 

N 2 1 cannot 
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I cannot reft till I am fatitfied 

The heretic has loft all power to hurt us. 

Bedford (entmag in extreme hafte,) 
Yet pardon, yet prefervc him, princely York! 
I know thy word is able to fufpend 
The lifted axe. 

York. 
Away, tboit weak old man ! 

Bedford. 
Spurn not my prayer ! its objeft is thy peac? 
Not lefs thin mine : — by all thy trembling hopes 
Of future greatneis and (ecnre dominion, 
Hafte thou to fnatch him from impending Eue ! 
If» in thefe moments of extreme defpair. 
Thy pity faves my fon, thou wilt appear 
As the bright delegate of heavenly mercy ! 

,' MTbefiJei 

York, 
Away I the (bund thou heareft is a fignal 
That the juft rigor of the law has fallen 
Upon his finifhM life. 

BXOPORD. 

O my loft child!— 
But he is happy in the fellowihip 
Of faints, who to his hi^er purity 
Pay blefted homage — his deliverM fpirit 
jGives a new impulfe to my lifelefs heart : 
His fufFerings all are ended ; but this hour. 
Which fees them clofe, for thee, rdentlefi York 
Beholds a train of dark calamities. 
The fpreading offspring of -thy cruelty. 
Rife into bcingf 
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YOEK. 

Go, retire, old aian^ 
^nd heal thy (battcr'd mind : 1 have not leifure 
To hear the ravings of diftra£ted age. 

[Exit York, with tie Officer. 

Bedford. 
Tis not th^ frenzy of a weak old man 
That now proclaims thy fate, inhuman bigot, 
Itufhing through guiltlef^ blood to thy deflrudtion f 
It is the fpirit of my angel fon ! . 

lie for a moment leaves the heavenly choir, . 
( Vhofe ready ha^ps ihall uflber him to glory) 
To drown a father's anguiih in thi» vifion 
Of foijl-pofTeffing prefcience ! — yes, 'tis he 
Who now prefents to my aftonifliM eye 
Tfacfe Crowding images [r— I fee thee now, 
Infatiate York I iaveft^d with that crown 
For which thy hart)CF0U3 ambition panted ; 
I (ee it fait frorn thy unkingly head. 
Shaking with fear's vile palfy I — in thy terror 
I fee thee fue, imperious, abje^ fpirit ! 
To the infulted Bedford, but in vain. 
Thy power, that higheft truft of Heaven, abused, 
Paffes from thee ! The cruel blood-ftain'd tyrant 
Wanders a wretched exile I This wrong'd ifland 
Emerges from the darknefs of Oppreflion ! — 
Hail, fcenes of triumph to all Englifli hearts ! 
Hailf thou bright feilival of fettled Freedom! 
I fee and ble^ thy 6nn eftablilhment. 
And hark ! the juftice of a patriot king, 
Unitipg with a grateful nation's voice. 
Turns the bafe fentcnce of my murder'd Ruifel > 

To a fair -record of foul-ibothing honor. 
And hails me glorious in my matchlefs fort ! 

N 3 Enter 
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Enter Cavendish. 

Cavendish. 
•Tispaft, my Lord! I have beheld him f«I 
A life of virtue with a death of glory \ 

Bedford. 
And thou canft tell me> dying* ht appear^d^ 
£*en as he liv^d, a model to mankind \ 

Cavendish. 

Never did martyr with more lovely grace 
Part from a world unworthy to poflcfs him ! 
To the furrounding crowd he mildly f^oke 
A few (hort words of pardon to his foes. 
With fervent benedidlion to his country $ 
Commending to the hearts of all who heard him,. 
A love of peace and purified religion ; 
Then with a chearful readinefs invited 
The ftroke of death ! 1 faw the unhappy man. 
Who with a trembling arm lifted the axe 
0*er his unfhaken victim, in his tremor 
Meafuring the neck to ftrike his even blow { 
I faw him raze the (kin ! and in that moment 
The cheek of Ruilel held its native hue 
Unblanc'd with fear I — it was a fight to tur» 
The grief of friendihip to idolatry ! 
And your paternal forrow into pride !. 

Bedford. 

Dear Cavendifh! I will not wound his fpirit. 
His gallant fpirit, by unmanly mourning : 
No, I have pride, fuch pride as Heaven approves i 
Nor would I now exchange my murdered Ruflel 
For any living fon in Chriftendom V 

Cavendish 
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CaV£NDISH. 

this fond firranefs of the Englifh -father f 
etrates and chears my aching heart. — 
, nay dear Lord, let us retire from hejace, 
othe yet fonder forrow, weeping now 
nes which he has hallow'd by his care, 

paft days of focial happinefs : 

; let us (It, and dill with fad delight 

o*er his numerous virtues : they (hall be 

heme of every tongue I and, ages hence^ 

,x the love of every Englilh fpirit ! 

t if the voice of Learning would compare 

rich Antiquity and Modern Time 
feen of public virtue, while the hand 
:ory juftly in her balance throws 
gathered worthies of the Pagan world, 
nd (hall boaft her own fuptrior wealth, 
^oife the rival fcale with Ru(rer« name ! 
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A C T I. 

SCENE I. j 

Carey and Frances^ 

Frances. 

XTR ay temper with patience your warm indignation^ 
And treat with more mercy my tender relation: 
Becaufe with your paffions her whims interfere, - 
To her foibles, dear Carey, you're grofsly fevere. 

Carey. 
My patience, fweet Frances, I own is exhaufted : 
She will wed the firft fuitor by whom (he's accofted 
Though in widowhood's d^nty vagaries, her pride 
Forbids, her fair couiin to (bine as a. bride ; 
And keeps us, ray Love, from that altar away,, 
Where Hymen with juftice upbraids pur delay %. 

But, 
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But, in noble contempt of your unfcttled dower, 
Let-w-fewe^oii^tliebltfs thnt h plac'cF in ouf oowcrj 
And, if fuch artful vanities yield her relief. 
Leave my Lady to play off frelh fountains of grief. 
While we, my fweet girl! pafs.our happier youth 
In <ielights that are hallow'd By Nature and Truth : 
Thottgh my income is fmstU, with your prudent direc- 
tion, 
De^Rinny-^— 

Frances. 

Pm plcas'd with this proof of afFedtion: 
Yet beforfc we our union, dear Carey, complete. 
As your love br fo- dilhnU ' ' i gr nrine be difcreet. 
J^Jo faoneft return of regard fhould 1 feel. 
Could I fuffer your heart, in its generous zeal. 
To abandon a portion your bride fhould obtain. 
And hazard by hurry what patience will gain. 
'Tis unlucky, my coufin. Sir Simon, forgot 
To fpecify what he dfefignM as my lot : 
But I know this omiifion, by which I am left. 
At her Ladylhip'smercy, of fortune bereft. 
Was the work of Old Vellum,, whofe forefight and (kill 
.Were employed for himfelf when he made the Knight'*s 

will. . 
Yet her Ladyfliip fays, that my coufin told her 
The fum that he meant upon me to confer; 
And though fhe delays, from a delicate Whim, 
Left our marriage fhould feem difrefpeftful to him — 

Cajrry. 
Good God ! my dear Fanny, how can you defend her } 
To reftneracnt and faith fhe's aji empty pretender. 
Have not twelve months elapsM fiom Sir Simbn^s inter- 
ment? 
Yet her forrow flill bubbles in ludicrous ferment r 

Though 
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Thon^ the farce of her grref, as pur friends have all 

. faid. 
Is addrefs'd to the living much more than the dead; 
And her vanity means, though fhe prizes not pelf^ 
To keep you unmarried, and marry herfelf. 

Frances. 
Indeed you miftake all her harmlefs intentions ; 
SHe will certainly give me the fortune (he mentions ; 
I know her kind heart, and its pure inclination. 

Carey. 

Say rather, we know her abfurd affeftation : 
And as for your portion, my dear, I as foon 
Shall expe^ an eftate to drop out of tlie moon. 
As to fee you receive from my. Lady a (hilling; 
Allowing, indeed, that her heart may be willing. 
She foon will have nothing, I fear, to beftow. 
Mo profufe is fhe. grown in her whimfioal woe. 
On the new Maufoleum what fums does fhe wafte ! 
That fantaftical fabric of barbarous tafte ; 
Where all decorations that art can devife. 
To adorn the proud tombs of the valiant and wife. 
Are mix'd o'er the bones of a fimple old c it. 
Who difplay'd not, a fparkle of valor or wit ; 
Who thougfi.rich, pafs'd, I think, with.fmajl comfort 

through* lifej 
A mere flave to the whims of his high-blooded wife, 

FjLA:NC£S. 

That prepofterous vault Ihave viewed with concern ? 
And have cried and' have laughed o'«f Sir Simon'^ rich 

urn: 
But at length, having ftudy'd her LadyChlp^s trim, 
And'iSving.her virtue infjMCeof her whim, 

I've 
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I've afcheme^ that^ I think, with fuccefs will be crownV 
On this folly itfelf her corredion to found; 
By indulging her foible, that foible to banifb. 
And make all her mournful abfurdity vaniih. 

Care^, 

To your judgment, dear Fanny, I often fubmit. 
And much could I hope from your goodnefs and wit : 
Yet I think you can't make, in her youth*s giddy feafonj^ 
Such a vain wanton widow a creatuxe of rea(bn. 

Frances^ 
You judges of nature,^ and lords of creation, 
Howe*er you pretend to profbund fpeculatibn^ 
Are exceedingly apt your wife felves to deceive 
In the judgments you pafs on the daughters of Eve;, 
And moft when you reckon, in every tranfadlion. 
One indelicate foible their fole fpring of aftioUt 
My Lady Sophia you greatly miftake j 
By nature (he's neither a prude nor a rake : 
At prefent, I own, ihe appears too demure ^ 
But though herheart'a tender, her bofom is purer 
To a ftrong underftandtng fhe makes no pretence. 
But has many mild virtues, and does not want fenfe :: 
One foible alone has overclouded her mind. 
The foible of feeming fupremelj refin'd : 
But if I fucceed, this flight fault (be will mend^ 
And you*ll find her a worthy agreeable friend,. 

Carey. 

You may fay of her purity what you think fit^ 
But her cafe one fpecific alone will admit. 
Believe me, whene'er a young widow's fo prim. 
And by quaint affedlation fo cramp'd in each limb^ 
A new hu&and alone, by hiis pliant embrace. 
Can reftore her iUrch'd form to its natural grace : 

Is 
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I3 this, mj fair Quack ! the new noftrum you\e got I 

.Frances. 

Indeed you (han't hear any part of my plot. 
Till I know its fuccefs.^ 

Carey. 

Ah! my dear, I'm afraid 
This IS fome coy device my requeft to evade. 
And to keep the wiih'd day of our wedding (till diftant«. 

Frances. 
No i, in truth, by the aid of a (ecret afliftant, 
I've a plan of great moment in high agitation. 
Which may happily end all our various vexation t 
Allow me three days for its perfedt digeftion. 
And if in that time you will afk me no queftion, 
I promife thenqefo^th^i without murmur or ftrife^ 
To obey your commands for the reft of my life. 

Carey. 
I gladly fubfcribe to this^ bargain of blifs ; 
So allow me to feal the kind bond with a kifs ! 
Remember^ three days ; I can*t add a day more. 
And (hall fancy thofe three in duration threefcore. 

Frances, 
O they'll pafs very quick :— muth amus'd you will be 
With the three rival 3ards whom to-day we (hall (ee^ 
To whom my fad coufin oblig'd me to write 
For fepulchral infcriptions in praife of her Knight : 
They have fent each an epitaph hither before 'em. 
And are coming themfelv^s with all iblemn decorum* 
As each, without conteft, experts here the laurel. 
On her Ladyihip's judgmjsnt they'll probably quarrel t 
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As joa know tlie whole gronp^ you mttft wair oo tk 

choir. 
To foothe the irafcible fons of the Lyre. 

Carey. 

As to Facil and Trope, if they're hurt, 1*11 engage 
That one glance of your eyes wilf extinguiih their rage: 
You will find them two cheaiful and good«humour'd 

lads} 
And, whether their Pegafus gallops or pads. 
It will pleafe me, I own, if her Lady(hip*s fancies 
May tend to recruit their declining finances : . 
But for fplenetic Rumble, who, grandly abfurd. 
Never fpeaks without ufing a iix-footed word^ 
I Ccire not how much he is mortified here. 

FRANCES. . 

But the Icjigth of his words hits her Ladyftip's ear. 

Carey. 

His ftiff phrafes indeed may accord with her forrow. 
Yet his fpleen will infult her ere this time to*morrow j 
For ofcen he'll call, with quaint arrogant vanity. 
Every head but his own the abode of inanity: 
Becaufe a great author's defefts he has caught. 
He vainly pretends to his vigor offhought j 
Though, on fimilar grounds, he as well might fup- 

pofe. 
That, becaufe fbme dark fpots may be feen on his nofe. 
His face has the lu&e and force of the fun. 

Frances* 

in OUT chorus of Bards I am glad he is orife'. 
For I'm curious, I own, the ftrafiigt elf to forvey i 
Though Pm rather afraid of his wifei who, theyfay^ 

Reads 
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Reads all the rough verfes her hufljaml has penn'd. 
Till ihe duns every ear (he can tempt to attend. 
She*s to come with her Poet. 

Carey. 

I fancy they're here; 
For I think Tve the hum of his rhymes in my ear. 

Frances. 
No, no ; 'tis her LadyOiip, mightily fmitten 
Witii the high-founding epitaph Rumble has written. 

Enter Lady Sophia ( reading) ^ 

Lady Sophia. 
" This doleful domicile of duffi contains 
" Sir Simon's Stntimeni'ii istert remains ; 
^ Though Death's cold ftroke infrtgidate hi» ihtme^ 
'< Commerce rcffoirnds hts emporetic name*'* 
Ah, my frieods, here is ver^ truly grand and ptthc^ 

tic! 
How exceedingly fine is (he wofrd emporetic f 
Wiry, Catey I yoa feem quite untouched by \xz betutjr 
Of fricndftip, 1 fear, you forget the lafl duty : 
You twQ giddy CTeatu^esv tBMragh bdthr render^hearted^ 
Thmkmore of yourfelves tbaa of my dear departed, 

Carey. 

As your Ladyfhip chufes to prefs me fo hard, 

I ccnfefs, though hts memory ftill I regard. 

That my thoughts from Sir Simon will frequently roam ; 

And I hope, when you've deck'd his funereal dome. 

Your Lad) (hip's mind may, by Nature's direction, 

Aifume a more lively and chearful complexion: 

That you'll mix once again— 

Lady 



/ 
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Lady Sofhia. 

Never, Carey ! no never ! 
No time from his grave my devotion (hall fever; 
In my eye the fond tear of remembrance (hall fwim, 
And each figh of my foul (ball be facred to him ! 

Carey. 

Confider^ dear Madam ! that cuftom and reafon 
Prefcribe to our forrows a natural feafon ; 
You have mournM like a model of conjugal truth. 
Now attend to the claims of your beauty and youth i 
In the bloom of your graces — 

Lady Sophia. 

Hold, hold, you wild thing ! 
In your fancy, I find, grofs ideas will fpring i 
*Tis the fault of you men > — ere I chaftened his mind. 
My Sir Simon himfelf to that failing inclined : 
But I taught him to change the loofe laugh of futility^ 
For the fweet melting tear of refinM fenfibility. 
Till through his mild frame fuch pure tend^rnefs ran-— . 
To fuch delicate foftnefs I brought the dear man — 
He would weep o'er the withering leaf of a role. 
And fmile at the thorn though it wounded his nofe.-— < 
Ah, my gentle Sir Simon ! 

F&ANCE8* 

Indeed, he was fuch. 
That your thoughts cannot dwell on his image to» 
much. 

Lady Sophia, 
Your foothing, kind fympathy charms me, my dear r 
I now truft you will wait till the end of next year ; 

Nor 
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Nor with Hymen's feftivity, grofs and indecent^ 
Profane our chafte forrow, fo graceful and recent. 

Carey ( AficU to Frances). 
How can you fo flatter her curft affectation ? 
Between you I'm really half mad with vexation. 

Lady Sophia. 
As you, my good girl ! with fuch feeling attend. 
When o'er the dear tomb of Sir Simon I bend. 
That your thoughts may not roam when our duty we 

pay 

To that mod precious piece of inanimate clay. 

That you may noc omit o'er hjs afhes to (igh. 

In coniidering what wedding-cloaths you muft buy^ 

I've deterroin'd, my dear, as I think it your due. 

To refign all my colour'd apparel to you ; 

To wear it again I indeed am unable. 

And on earth while I linger my garb (hall be fabler^. 

{Speaking to a Servant behind tbefcene,'] 
Jenny, bring in the chef^ that I bid you prepare. 

Frances (ajtje toCzrej). 
What d'ye think of this fmgular prefent ? 

Carey. 

O rare! 
Her crifis is Coming, without much delay ; 
There might have been doubts ha4 fhe fix'd upon grey ? 
But a vow to wear black all the reft of her life 
Is a flrong indication (he'll foon be a wife. 

[Two Servants bring in a large Cbefl.1 

Lady Sophia (/« Frances). 
I have told you, my dear, that, refin'd in my joy. 
The array of affection I ne'er could deftroy : 

Thdfe 
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Thcfe are garments unfoilM, that I beg you to take. 
Thus preiervM for the conqueft they hdpM me ta make. 
In the fweet days of courtfhip thefe garments I wore. 
Vain memoriafs of pleafure that now is no more! 
Of thofe dear days of triumph, you^li now fee the trophy^ 
When Sir Simon firft callM me angelical Sophy : 
The fond recolledion fubdues my (oft breaft ! 

Frances. 
Deaif Madaft), forbear then to open the chefl ! 

Lady Sophia. 
No, no, my good gtrl j I mli Aew.you die whole. 
And how colouf s exprefsM various (hades tirmy fbulf 
In foil Tartegation I vied with the dovie. 
And rereaPd by my drefi the gradations of love. 
Here is, firft, a cold browa— in this gown I ivas nice. 
And regeird my wa/m fwaiin with the chillnefi of ice i, 
But growing mbre foft, in this azure attire 
I allowM him with hope to enliven defire i 
In this pale* ISacb Ititseftrtng he found me relent i 
And this rofe-colour*d (ilk was^the blu(h of coi^enC. 
O I ne'er (hall forget 

Gerrard CfuUringJ. 

Would your Lady(hip chufe 
To receive Mr. Rumble ? 

Carey. 

The Bard and his Mufe f 

Lady Sophia. 
No, not for the wealth that's below the chafte moon. 
Till I meet all the Bards in the fable faloon : 
By his fudden anival Vm fadiy confounded. 
And ifaould faint if he fiiw me with colours faitotiiided ? 

To 
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To Mifs Jafper's apartments away with this chcft i — 
Dear FranLcs, and Carey, pray wait on my gueft. 
Till ray poor ihatter'd nerves are a little compos*d. 
And -the freib-bleeding wound of my boibm is dosM. . 
Stay, Gerrard.— If cards fhould be call'd for to-night. 
Place the new jappanM tables alone in my fight ; 
For the pool of Quadrille fet the black-bugle diib. 
And remember you bring us the ebony fiih. 

l^Exettttt Lady Sophia and Gerrard. 

• Frances. 
What the deuce (hall I do with the wife of the Poet ? 
She may ruin my fcheme. If fhe happen to know it : 

She mfty pry 

Carey. 
Never fear it ! Til venture a wager 
That the rhymes of the hufband will fully engage her : 
You have feen a proud Bantam crow over a pen. 
Where a fmall egg has dropt from his favorite hen. 
He crows and he flutters, and flruts round the yard : 
So engrofs'd by her joy is the wife a Bard j 
And by fimilar buftle attention fhe begs. 
And crows o*er her partner's poetical eggs. 
But here come little Partlet and old Chanticleer. 

Entfr Mr. ofici Mrs. Rumble. 
Carey. 
Mr. Rumble, Pm happy in feeing you here. 
Mrs. Rumble, — ^Mifs Jafper ;— you know, Ma*am, her 

brother— 
And you. Ladies, will foon be well known to each 
other. 

Mr. Rumble^ 

Though we roieet in the bouik of refined laiaeBtatioB, 
In your prefence, I feel. Sir, forae exUlaratioo ; 
.... Since 
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Since I in this fpot as a flranger appear, 

1 rejoice in a friend who domefticates here. 

My Lady is lodgM in a fumptuous manfion. 

And I'm pleas'd with her park's evanefcent expahfion 

As my wife has a tafte for the grand and fhipendods, 

I am glad I complied with her wiOi to attend u?. 

Miss Jasper. 
You have had. Ma'am, I hppe, an agreeable ride ; 
Our profpefts are pleafant on every fide. 
And Qur roads are fo ^ood — 

Mrs. Rumble. 

That you'll wonder to leant 
We were ftopt on our way by an odd overturn. 

Miss Jasper. 
Indeed ! you furprize me. I hope that no harm 
Has enfued from the accident, fave your alarm — 
But {low could it happen ? 

Mrs. Rumble. ' 

Sometimes,- on the road. 
My dear Mr. Rumble compofes an ode ; 
For he fays, in fuch motion his fancy ihines moft: 
And all true lyric poets, you know, travel poft : 
But a chaife-boy, alas J is a fad ignoramus } 
And the poor honeft booby, whofe blunder o'ercame us, 
Miilook a Pindarical ejaculation 
For a horrible, vulgar, profane execration. 
And, turning to Hare at my dear Mr. Rumble, 
Drove againft a lleep hillock, which gave us a tumble* 

Miss Jasper. . . 
A moft cruel event \ whence, I fear, we may lofe 
The unfortunate fruit of the terrified' Mufe: 
♦Twas indeed moft unlucky f 

Mils. 
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Mrs. Rumble. 

Dear Ma'am, not at all : 
Such a genius is not to be crulh'd by a fall ; 
The accident brighten'd his fancy, and on it 
He g^antly gave me an amorous fonnet, 
-As I know you love verfe 

Mr. Rumble. 

Mrs. Rumble, I vow 
This difplay of my trifles~r cannot allow; 
You for ever ihiftake, to my endlefs vexation. 
Gay Levity's fparkles for Wit's corufcation. 

Mrs. Rumble. 
Ah, you dear, modeft man ! in a napkin you*d hide 
The talent my love muft contemplate with' pride j 
As Mifs Jafper, I'm fure, is a lady of tafte. 
She (hall fee fomefweet things that I pack'd up in hade, 

A few fa tires and odes 

[Ta^es cut an enormous pocket-book fluffed with papers, 

Mr. Rumble. 

As you dread my difpleafure. 
Put up that red volume ? 

Mrs. Rumble. 

What, bury my treafure ! 
Indeed Tmuft read one fublime compofition: 

Mr. Rumble. 
Mrs. Rumble ! the part of a wife is fubmiflion.— 
Silly woman \ to whom for my fins I am yok'd. 
With pulveriz'd gravel you almoft are choak'd ; 
And, fatigu'd with vehicular dilaceration. 
You would murder my verfes by rough recitation. 

Mrs. 
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Mr.s. Rumble. 
No, indeed ; do but hear me one ftanza rehearfe; 
'Tis my favorite ode. 

Mk, Rumble. 

As you grow fo perverfc. 
To prcfcrve my own temper from ezacerba^on, 
I muft thus (lop yoiiT organs of vociferation. 

[Lstys his baud em her Upu 

Mrs. Rumble. 
Well, my dear, I defer it to fome fitter time. 
And I ki^ die fweet hand that has written fudi f&yme. 

.Miss Jas.per; 
Your connubial obedienceji dear,Ma*an,, I admire ; 
But Pm fure your fatigues fome refrefliment r^uiie** 
Give me leave to attend yoy. 

Mrs. Rumble. 

ft gives me concern 
To trouble you. Ma'am; but I hope to return 
Your obliging attention, fo idnd 3||id polite. 
By a peep at a fatirc that ne'er faw the light. 

[Exit Mifs Jafper ^b Mn. Rvjnbie. 
Carey. 
Mr. Rumble, you're blcft in an excellent wife. 
That fuperlative prize in the lott'ry of life; 
The vow of the altar (he rifes above. 
And adds admiration to duty and love. 

Mr. Rumble. 
My wife has, I think, the right feminine necve: 
Her fex was created to wonder and ferye,i 
As their minds have from nature no ponderous powers, 
xf They have nothing to do but to venerate ours. 

Ca&et. 
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Caret. 

fiel can you efiimate women fo low ! 

To our fair femak auchors pray think what we owe* 

Mr. Rumble* 

1 cannot read onie. Sir, without ofcitation: 
They don*c underftand antithetic vibration : 
Thdr ideas have nodiing of height and profundity. 
Their conceptions want vigor, their periods rotundity ; 
Their truth is too ftale, or too feeble their fidtion. 
And I cannot endure anomalous didtion : 

But enough of thefe garrulous wafters of ink— 
Her Ladyfliip likes my infcriptioRy I think 1 
That lugubrious poem no critic (hall garble. 
And, I truft, you can (hew it me graven on marble. 

Carey. 
It would pleafe me to give you that pleafure, dear Siri 
But, in truth, on this point there^s a little demur. 
Her Lady(hip means to confult on the cafe. 

Mr. Rumble. 
What, Sir I is my poem expos'd to difgrace } 
Her critical quacks does this woman engage. 
To (laih my found verfe with empirical rage ? 

Carey. 
Believe me, good Sir, all the homage that's due 
To poetical genius (he offers to you ; 
But her Ladyfhip's love for Sir Simon is fuch. 
She thinks that he cannot be honor'd too much ; 
And, to give all his virtues their due celebration. 
She from diverfe poetical pens of our nation 
Has a cargo of epitaphs. 

Mr. Rumble. 

Hah! isitfo! 
Are there rivals to (hoot in Apollo's (Irong bow f 

Vol. in. O TW» 
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This (hould have been toW me before; — but no matter: 
My concurrents,* perhaps, maj more laviOily flatter. 
Yet in funeral fong they can*t equal my tone 5 
Where Pope has mifcarried, I trismph alone. — 
Pray who are.thefe Bards that with me are to cope ?. 

Carey. 
I think you're acquainted with Facil and Trope. 
Mr. Rumble. 

What, Facil ! whofe verfe is the tread of tenuity. 
That fellow diftinguifli'd by flippant fatuity. 
Who nonfenfe and rhyme can inceflantly mingle^ 
A poet — if poetry's only a jingle. 

Carey* 

Poor Facil wants force ; yet may frequently please 
By a light airy mixture of mirth and of eafe ; 
But T/ope's lofty mufe has a higher preteniion. 

Mr. Rumble. 
Sir ! Trope is a rhymer devoid of invention. 
Who talks in a high ftrutting ftyle of the ftars. 
And the eagle of Jove, and the chariot of Mars ; 
And pompoufly tells, in elaborate lines. 
That now the mcou glidens, and now the fun (hines. 

Carey. 

How fevere, my good friend, are you Bards to each 

other! 
Yet if each would indulgently look on a brother^ 
For your general honor — 

Ma. Rumble. 

I cannot agree 
That thefe fellows havi^ aught homogeneous with me. 
To contend with fiich fcribblers I deem a^ifgracc. 
And my. dignity bids me abandon the place : 

With 
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With her Ladyfhip's judgment I mean not to quarrel. 
But ihall leave her to crown any monkey with laurel. 

Carey. 

Mr. Rumble ! in points Co exceedingly nice 

I do not prefume to obtrude my advicQ} 

But allow me to mention^ before you depart. 

What ma-y tend to encourage your liberal art. 

Sir Simon, you know, had a paflion for fame. 

And left a large fum to eternize his name 

By fome ftrudture of note ; yet he never faid what t 

So a grand Maufoleum is rais'd on this fpot. 

At fo vaft an expence that my Lady, I find. 

Has furpaft what the Knight for the building deiign*d j 

The fuperfluous coft, be it great as it may. 

From her own private purfe fhe defigns to defray j 

Though an annual fund by the will is adjufled. 

With the guidance of which Ibe is alfo entrufted ; 

But from this, as I hear, fhe has formM an intention 

To give the beft epitaph-writer a penfion. 

Mr. Rumble. 

Has (be fo I — 'tis a gracious, effulgent defign ( 

I proteft, of her judgmenti highly opine. 

Her face has been chiefirtubjedl of praife ; 

But a fplendor of inteIIe«Sl now (he difplays. 

I cannot abruptly depart from a fcene 

Whofe miflrefs difcovers the mind of a queen. 

Nor rudely defert, though my tjme is precarious, . . 

A lady whofe graces are fo raultifajrious : 

But pray, left Ibme puppy (hould here circumvent m^ 

To her Lad)'{hip can't you directly prefent me ? . ; 

Though I fear, fince my fall, I am hardly fo clean a^ • 

A Bard (hould be feen by a female Mscenais. 

O 2 Carey. 
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Carey. 

JNcvcr fear !^n your coat tlierc is not fo much duft 
As to blind the bright eye that to merit is juft. 
If youMl ftep in this room, which is callM the Apollo^ 
And wait a few minutes. Til fpeedily follow^ 

And acquaint you how foon we may hope for admiifion i 

My Lady loves form* in her prefent condition : 
To amufe ^outfdf there you'll, however, be able. 
For you'll find all the epitaphs ranged on the table« 

Mr* Rumble. 

Are they fo ? — it is well *!— I indeed love to flafh 

An inane poetafter's incongruous traOi. lExit* 

Carey^ 

There m venture -to leave the old cynical Rumble, 
The prey he has feizM to growl over and mumble. 
If this Bard, whom my Lady regards as her darling. 
Has infusM in his brothers his talent of fnarling, 
I think (he will find little room to admire 
The harmony form'd by her Lyrical Choir. — 
£ut lo ! the kind Mufe an example now fends. 
That two jnortals at once may be poets and friendc« 

EHter Facil and Trop^# 

Carey. 

My dear lads of Pamaflus ! you're welcome together $ 

I am glad you aifociate, like birds of a feather. 

That fools may not cry, ** Every Bard hates a brother, 

^' And Poets, like Pike, are the prey of each other." 

How fare ye, my friends ? have you profper'd of late ? 

Iliope each has rais'd his Pamafliin eftatel 

In our laft converfation I heard ye lament 

TJiat your farms on the mountain produced a low rem. 

Facil. 
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Fa'CIL. 

I n truth *tis a niggardly foil, at the beft, 

>\s I and my brother can truly atteft ;r 

£ut with hopes of a new golden sera, my friend. 

On your patronefs here we are come to attend : 

*To encourage the arts (he has fpirit and fenfe, 

^nd we're told, my dear Carey, her wealth is itnmenfr. 

Tkope. 
In fortune and foul (he*s a queen, *tif agreed. 
And of genius as fond as Chriftina the Swede $ 
For the Public's dull tafte ibe, we tniil, wiU confole ui. 
And make our poor Helicon rich as Padtolus. 

Facil. 
Perhaps, my dear Carey, we owe to your care 
The favor of this truly liberal Fair : 
You are, doobtlefs, apprized that my Lady requires — 

Carey. 

I know (he has paid due refpeft to your lyres } 
Yet, indeed, on that title no thanks can I claim ; 
YouVe indebted alone to your common friend. Fame : 
Her Lady(hip knows with what fpirit you write. 
And has begg'd your two Mufes to honor her Knight ; 
And, I truil, to your mutual advantage and joy, 
SheMl reward the rare talents (he wi(h'd to employ. 
But be not too fanguine : — I know how your Barda 
Build the fabric of Hope like a caftle of cards : 
Enire nous, our good Lady is odd in her tafte, 
Tho* her mind is, no doubt, with munificence grac'd -, 
Perhaps to one Bard (heMl be lavi(hly kind. 
And appear to the other as utterly blind. 
Then let each be prepared. 

O 3 Facil. 
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Facil. 

So we are, my good friend. 
And by mutual fupport ihall each other defend : 
To tell you a fecret, we both wrote in bade. 
And ftrangers alike to her Ladyibip^s tafte j 
But agreed, as our purfes are equally low. 
To divide what on either (be deigns to bedow. 

Carey. 

The compact is friendly i I wilb from my heart 
That all who purfue the poetical art 
Would learn, from you two, their mean rage to fuppref 
And not rave at the fight of arivarsfuccefs, 

Facil. 
There, indeed, they may copy from Trope and from xxu 
From envy, thank Heaven ! wc are happily free ^ 
We rally each other as much as we pleafe;— 
I laugh at his figures — he laughs at my eafe ; 
Yet with rancour we ne'er try each other to hit^ 
But value Benevolence far above Wit, . 
The art we dill doac on has ruin'd us both i. 
Yet to quit t;he deceiver we're equally loth : 
Fcom Commerce and Law we were led to retire 
By the fplendid illufions that wait on the Lyre ; 
And though each has obtain'd a fair portion of praafc^ 
We have no golden fruit in our chaplet of bays ;. 
Still we look without fpleen on our gains and our loffi 
Each endear'd to the other by fimilar crofles. 

Carey. 
Jn truth, my dear Bards, your good-humour is rare ; 
You're philof®phers both, and a lingular pair: 
With what excellent temper I've heard you rehearfe 
A malicious burlefcjue of your innocent verfe! 

^kCl 
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• Facil. 

Y> ^«th me *tis a rule not to quarrel with tkofe 
^^o attack wh»t I foibble in rhyme op in profe ^ 
T^o (kirmilh with you, how unjuft (botilcl I be, 
*f> perchance, of my veffe* you don*t think with mei 
When, to tell you the truth, Vm (0 varioua an elff 
I have twenty opinions about them myfelf I 

Carby, 
What an hooeft confeifipn I 

Facil. 

•Tis perfeaiy true j 
Yet ray works^ I muft own, I too rarely review ; 
And too quick in their birth are the brats of my brain : 
My Mufe is no parent inur'd to long pam, 
Wlio dandles a rickety cbk while it lives. 
And loves it th^ nrore for the trouble it gives s 
She mf}i lively difpatch^ like; a provident mother^ 
Sooa as one child i& l^rn thinks of rearing another.-* 
But enough of a jade that is merely ideal 1 
Let us talk of a female,, kind,, lovely, and real ) 
An infpirer of fomfething much fweeter than verfe. 
And, I hope, with a few thoufind pounds in her purfe ! 
I allude, my good friend, to Mift }t(per, ypur ^wne i 
But, perhaps, (Ke no longer- is known by die name. 
And has wifely exchang'd it for Carey. ' 

Carey. 

Not fo ; 
The day of our wedding youMI certainly know. 
As I hope that your Muf* will thfe altar attend 
With a rapturous pde on the blifs of your friend. 

•Facil^ 
I accept the gay olice with in6niiti& glee 1 — 
Bat at prefent, I hope, the fair Nymph we Ihall fee : 

O 4 Tro^e 
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Trope and I were the intimate friends of her brother |. 
What a genius was he f— -I ne*er knew fuch another: 
At fchool we firft faw him his talent difplay % 
I remember he modelled our figures in clay. 
The trade of a fculptor we thought not his fate. 
But fuppos'd he'd have half of Sir Simon^a eftate !^ 

Carey. 

So he would> had not Vellum^s more provident care. 
When he made the Knight's will, namM hknfelfaf bh 

heir. 
MyLady^ indeed, has the rents for her life. 
But to Vellum yields half if again (he's k vrife i 
And if without iflue her Ladylhip dies. 
All this. ample elhte is old Latitats prize» 

I^ACIL. 

And what fa:y8 poor Jafper, that fpirited lad t 

Fsath, I think fuch a will might have driven htm madf 

Though engaged by his art, he, Vm fure, muft be nei* 

tied} 
But in Ruflia, they fey, he h happily fettled* 

miyiriu^ Carey. 

When a generous mind has embraced a fine art. 

With Fortune's vjun gifts it can readily part^ 

From the world's dirty cares it detaches itfclfii 

To contend for a prize far fuperior to pelf > 

And looks with contempt (I am fure that you feel it) 

Upon heart-hard'ning gold, and the villains who ftealit. 

Such a mind, from his childhood, your friend has pof- 

fefti 
And in Riiffia, I hear, he is bufy and bleft % 
For a patronefs there, of imperial fpirit. 
The m}inificen$ Catherine^ honors hi* merit* 

FACIt* 



A COMEDY, IN RHYME* 2H 

Facil. 
I proteft, rn the different realms of earth. 
There is na friend, like woman, to genius and worth !^ 

Trope. 
I wiih you and I may a Catherine find 
In the widow whofe Knight in our verfe is enflirinM f' 

PACILr 

You perhaps, my dear Carey, can tell us fome news r 
Has her- LadyOiip told you her thoughts of our Mufe ? 

Carey^ 
One thing, my good friends, I can tell you at prefent,. 
But I fear you^^ll not think it exceedingly pleafant ; 
Yet it's certainly fit you (hould inftantly know it. 
And, indeed, emulation infpirits a poet : 
Nay, look not (o grave ! — 'tis a rival — that's all,* 
A candidate come at her Ladyfhip^s call. 

Facil.^ 
A riv^l ! who is it I 

Tropb* 
A rival! pray whoT 

Cak^ey.- 
Oncy ni venture tafay,^ fully known to you two,^ 
A Bard whofe preteniions are not very humble. 

Paxil. 
You-furely don't mean the pedantical Rumble I 
Carey. 
If Even Co ! that long-winded loud Stentor of fong^ 
And the ladies all think that his language is ftrong. 

TkoFE.^ 

'Tis as ftrong and as knotty as Hercules' club, 
. And" as rough as the roll of the old Cynic's tuK> 
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Car.ey» 

Hafli! hu(h ! — in this chamber the Bear is indosMy 
Growling over the epitaphs you have composed. 

Facil. 
Is he fo i — introduce us. — I long to partake 
In the courteous reniarks that his candor will make. 

Caret. 
O, if ftich is your wiflj, to our gueft 111 prefent yoB ; 
But I fancy his comments will quickly content you^ 

Facil* 
As for me, I defy him to give me vexation > 
And Trope will delight in (bme rttaliation* 

INX> OF THE FIRST ACT* 



ACT IL 

SCENE I. 

Miss Jasper and Gerrardc. 

Miss Jasper, 

Jl R ay watch for my brother, and bring him to mc 
And let no one, good Gerrard, my vifitor fte : 
On your faithful 4)rudence I folely rely j 
We're undone if our guefts ihould his perfon efpy : 
From all but ourfelves we muft keep him unknown j 
And, if feen, he muft pafs for a friend of your own. 
I depend on your jt\id^nce%^ 

:- - *' Q»'«.^%.KRI 
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Gerrard. 

DearMifs, never fear; 
I bim any good I would waccli for a year : 
n knows, I have pray'd for him early and late, 
the old lawyer robbM him of this fine eftate ; 
^ould give all Fm worth could I get him hrs due* 

Miss Jasper. 
: Gerrard f I kaow we*ve a> good friend in you': 
ok out for tny brother — he'll want your affiftance- 

Gerrard. 
I fhall know him at half a mile^s diftance. 

Miss Jasper. 
e here ere you ftir-^prithee run to the gate^ 

Gerrard. 
lifs, you forget ; I am pad fixty-eight f 
I make all the hafte that I can, for your fake,, 
1 pray for you both at each ftep that I take* 

Miss Jasper.. 

a Worthy old creature, though rather too (low ^ 
rufty, and will not betray us, I know : 
•ugh he's fecure, I ftill fhudder to think 
ly hopes in a moment to nothing may Aik. 
crifis comqs on, in a hazardous fcheme, 
rhat infinite terrors the fancy will teem ! — 
lopes of the match*! was fanguine and hearty ; 
ow have my fears In regard to eacK party, 
my Gentleman turn out too fqueamifh and coy> 
lin the kind arl: I have deignM to employ ! 
my Lady (beiv fimily-pride, at this feafon,. 
)ended in vain upon Nature and Reafon.. 

1 have 
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I Ittve ftndied lier well, and I clearlj defcry 

Slie*s deftinM agiin to the conjagal tie : 

In fpite of die whims fidfe refinemeat has taught her. 

She bhofftdame Natnie^s benevolent dan^ter: 

Thoagli a truly good creature, in virtue £q ftiong 

She would not for the world do a thing (be thinks wcon^ 

Yet of fuch jieldii^ wax her fofi bofom i% fbrm*d^ 

It will melt in a momenty if properij wannM % 

Provided berfimcj, affededlj nice. 

Qui delude her kind heart with fome dainty device. 

Some delicate plea for becoming a. wife 

To the youthj^ who confares her to Uefs him for life*. 

On this I hare feunded my whimfical plan. 

In hopes of producing this fortunate man : 

My brother, I know, has a palfion for her; 

And (he foon to all men would his perfon prefers 

But in my rapid projed he will not be (Uady, 

Unlefs I perfuade him (he love»him already ; 

For men rarely know, though of knowledge theyVe vain,. 

By a well-manag|*d minute how much they may gsun« 

And ihould he deted the kind art 1 employ. 

Farewell to ray hopes> of their conjugal joy ! — 

I yefteiday thouf^ that my plan could not fail i 

Now 1 think 'twill be marvellous (hould it prevaiL--^ 

But away, cruel fears f hence, ye painful alarms i 

I behold 11% dear brother reftor'd to my arms L 

Enter Ja(f er^ 

jASFia* 

Heaven blefs thee, dear girl !-^you have gor me once 

more. 
In fpite of roy vow not to vifi( this (bore » 
And 1 joy Bully fly,, with affedion's quick pace. 
To enfold thy kind heart in a brocher^s embrace : 
With that in my grafp, I true opulence feel. 
And my wealth In th\!& cslk^vno Uwyer can Seal* 
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Miss Jasper* 
If love and efteem may be reckonM as treafure. 
You indeed, my dear brother, are rich above meafure f 

how have I longM all your feelings to learn ! 
How ardently pray'd for your fpeedy return ! i 
How often accused your indignant delay ! 
What a million of things had I ready to fay I 
What queftions to aCk ! — and yet now you are come^ 
The confufion of joy has almoft made me dumb I 

Jasper. 

My tender, good girl ! — I perceive you retain 

All your lively fenfations of pleafure and pain.-— 

But thefe tears will relieve you — don't check them, mjr 

dear) 
*Tis a tribute my heart is incIinM to revere ^ 
All flattering language I prize them above. 
And hold them the trueft expreifion of love : 
And indeedj, when I think what diftrefs and regret 
Have harraisM your iendble mind iince we met ^ 
When I think how, from fordid felf-interefl fi'ee^ 
You forgot your own wron^ in attention to me » 

1 feel tears of gratitude ready to ftart. 

And confefs my dear lifter the pride of my heart t 

Miss jAsrER.^ 
Yet, for life^ yen could talk of deferting this. fiUer i 

Jasper.. 
But you lee,, when ihe pleaded I could not reiift her : — 
When I firft was informM of old Vellum's vile frauds 
Ip my rage I determm'd on livrng^ abroad i 
For Ruflia, you know, I departed from Rome f 
However, my dear, you may fafely prefbme 
iSuch an abfence iOrom you I could never endure,. 
Had you not brought me back by a different lure f 

AnJ 
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And my friends of the Law with your wiflies confpir^c^') 

To make me return with the hafte you de(ir*d. 

As they give me fiune hopes of (boa changing our fat^*.^ 

And regainti^ from Vellum the pilferM efbce. — 

But how fares my dear widow ? whofe partial aStOa^^^ 

Stems kindled by fome friendly angel^s direction. 

To redrefs half our wrongs, and defeat the old thief^ 

Who imposM on Sir Stmon^s too iimple belief* 

A rafcal ! to feign a regard for my fame. 

And fteal my eftate, not to injure my name. 

I thought not my couiin fo eafy a fool ; 

How the deuce coyld old Vellum fo make him his tool f 

For the Knight, on this plea, fign*d his will when \f^ 

health. 
Nor to fpoil a great arttft by giving me wealth. — 
But where*s my kind widow ? — I long to exprefs— . 

Miss Jasper. 

You rtuft pardon a little demurenefs in drefs. 
Nor expeft her, though you to all men fhe prefers^ 
To fly into your arms, 

Jaspbr. 
No ; let me fly to her*s.. 

M«ss Jasp£r» 

Not fo faft, my dear brother j you furely forget . . 
By what vigilant enemies wq are befet ! 
Should Vellum, whofe fpies are now under this roof,. 
And againft whofe vile art no afiedllon is proof. 
Should he get the lead hint of my Lady*s attachment,. 
He would rage like the wolf in riiat new-painted hatch- 
ment^ 
Your mutual regard he would fet at defiance,. 
And move earth and hell to prevent your alliance.. 

Jasper- 
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Jasper. 
^ould hs fo? — By my faith, as the widow'* fo kind, 

* care not what mifchiefs may lurk in his mind ; 
Not a legion of imps, by a lawyer inftrufted, 

Shall mar the fweet bufinefs her heart has conduced. — 

^^t has (he quite hid her connubial defign ? 

Has the rogue no furmife Ihe will ihortly be mine ? 

Miss Jasper. 
^^> not any* 

Jasper, 

Well managed, my dear fairy cJf f 

Mi&s Jasper. 

* o lay truth, 'tis a fecret not known to herfelfl 

Jasper* 
*^o herfelf ! — am I dup'd then ? 

Miss Jasper. 

Dear brother, be cool* 

Jasper. 
Have you fent for me home, but to make me a fool ? 

Miss Jasper. 
No indeed ? but to make you moft happy for life. 
And give you a loVely and excellent wife ^ 
In fo ferious a point could you think that Ijefted? — 
Piave you purchas'd the licence my letter requefted ? 

Jasper. 
Here it is — and our folly will finely expofe. 
If the fair one efcapes whom this chain fhould inclo£e. 

Miss Jasper. - 

Implicitly truft to my care as your guide, 
And ere'midnight, peihaps^ you may clafp a kind bride. 

|asper» 
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Jasper. 
You teaze me, dear girl f with much ^^fmfical pain 
But I beg that you*!! clearly thefe riddles explain.- 
I fear you have formed fome nonfenfical plot z 
Has the Widow declarM flic will have me, or not } 

Miss Jasper* 
Dear hrodier ! indulge me with patient attention,. 
And our trae fituation PU honefUy mention : 
But, however my projed may ftrike you at firft^ 
Into rage and defpair do not haftily burft ; 
To be bold in fuch points is, in truth, to be wile,, 
And a widow*s a ibrt to be won by fupprize*^ 

J.AS.PER.. 

Sa (he has not eiigag*d^ dien, to give me her handj 

Miss Jasper. 
Have patience ! — her ftate you (hall Toon underffand*. 
That flie loves you, I know; and. with innocent art : 
I have cheriihM the paflion ftiil hid in her heart r 
For (he fancies,, good creature I that, fafe from love^^s 

flaihes,. 
She^s devoted her life- to Sw Simon's cold a(hes.?-^ 
You know, ihe afiedts to be highly refinM : 
And a project Tve built on this cad of her mind. 
Which, if you'll obey me, Pll venture my life. 
Like a ftroke of true magic, will make her your wife^ 
And before any fbul can fufpedt our intention^. 

Jasper*. 
Well, my girl !. and pray what is your magic invention K 

Mfss Jasper.. 
You mud know, flic believes that you onry return 
To oblige her, by gracing Sit Simon's rich urn :. 
She thinks the Czarina,, on this one condition,. * 
That you travel incog. ^x«s ^qu her kmd permiffion ^ 
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^ her Ladylhip's mind I have fiird with chefe notions, 
^ they form an excufe for concealing your motions^ 
So (he hopes from your hand, with the higheft delist, 
^o behold a fine fbtue of her noble Knight. 
' ^Wy Sir Simon and you have been thought much alike % 
p^dy to make the refemblance more forcibly ilrike, 
* ii^a to array you, her heart to entrap, 
j^ his blue fiittin night-gown and red velvet cap % 
^fae dtefs which, to humour his elegant Fair, 
^iie courteous old Ci( was contented to wear» 

Jasver* 
^Qd IS this TOUT fine plan ! you rmpertinent Jade I 
^rels me up as the Ptmch of a dull maffuende i 

Miss Jasper. 
^lave patience !—-roy fcheme muft furprize you, no 

doubt. 
Vet J think you*ll applaud, if you hear it throughout h 
And if you have fpirtt I know Swill fucceed» 

Jasfbe. 
To play the dead manr-»a fine projeft* indeed t 

Miss Jaspie. 
Nay^ but hear met— your adtons I will not controuL 

jASPEEt 

Well, youVe made me an idiot i fo tell mft the whole. 

Miss Jasper. 
No ! Tve taught you to make yourfelf all you defire. 
If you will but reftrain this intemperate fire, — 
Come, attend to my plot : — You fond creatures fhall 

meet 
In the new M^ufoleum, that penfive retreat i 
On a pedefbal there you your perfon mufl place> 
To fhew how a fhtue the building may grace : 

To 
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To behold you fo fixt I'll my Lady prepare : 
She*ll be ftnick in furveying your figure and air ; 
She with tender furpri^e will your features reriew, 
And fancy (he fees her Sir Simon in you : 
Then fpring from your pedeftal, feize her fweet chinWi 
And fwear ai you fold her foft heatt in your armS| 
You are like her Sir Simon in foul as in form, 
That your heart towards her is as tenderly warm) 
You may add— in a vifion he bade you dircdt her 
To take you for life as her legal prote6tor. 
And, to make her chafte love to his memory known, 
Chufe hislivii^ refemblance before one of ftone.—- 
There's apcottifing fchem^ for a widow's rdief! 

Jasper* 
Set woman to woman, as ^ief to catch thief! * 
I confefs in your plot there is fpirit andibulj 
On her governing foible youVc grounded the wholw 
And rapid fnccefs might attend to your phm. 
But for puppet«ihew courtfhfp I am not the man : 
I poifefs not the face that your ftratagetn aejed^. 
For fo bold an attack on a widow in weeds i 
And I feel fomje relu^ance, in truth at my heart. 
To fuch an appearance of fraudulent art. 

Miss Jasper. 

Away, my dear brother, with fcruples like thefe! 
Of the amorous heart doubt's a common difeafe. 
But one that my counfels may fpeedily cure : 
You both love each other — your meaning is pure— 
The gentle Sophia you'll tenderly treat. 
Her form is enchanting, her temper is fweet ; 
And jf your odd courtfliip appears like ajeft. 
In your marriage, I'm fure, you'll be equally bleft : 

V'ithoui 
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It it> indeed, our fair friend is undone, 

1 Velkim intends that the coxcomb his Ton, 

he comes from his travels — But fomebody's near i 

en furprize in this quarter I fear, 

hafte to my room— I muft fchool you above : 

)u^Jl a6t as I wiih if ybuVe one fpark of love. 

1 you have not — I (hall honeftly fay, 

luit give up the part that I meant you to play. 

Ady Sophia witi Papers in 6er band atUnded ly 
Carey. 

Lady Sophia. 
. the great doors of the faUe (aloon. 

[7*^ »Sf#»r $pfnSf and dijcvoen a large Apart" 
meMf, *ivitb a black velvti FaviM&M,'] 
thpttghts^of this b^finc^s Pm ready to fwooa! 
»q^ my gpod Carey, willleiSen my pat^ 
d my weak nerrea die ikd iQ^t^^t^-ftSoivt 
GeotkmaiMiflier youll kbdly attend, 
ring die three fiards ee an audience, my friend : 
fit to receive them beneath my pavilion. 
»ay their fweet verfe I could wiflifor a million 1 
think that each Bard will be pleasM with his lot : 
ig them — Stay, Carey, one thing I've forgot } 
»w 'tis too late for my purpofe, I fear ; 
\t to have order'd the horas to be here, 
I little foft muiic thefe rites to begin, 
» found a dead march as the Poets walk in. 

Carey. 

4adam, their verfes will want no fuch aid j 
e hafte to prefent them, — Fantaftical jade ! 

\^A/ide, as be goes out. 
Laqy 
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Lady Sophia. 
CSeaitMg berfilf umUr tbe Paviliom^ and Mi^ ffwf 
the Pstpers U her bamd). 
For thefe epicaphs, thus, I may happily borrow 
The parts that mod flatter my delicate forrow % 
And while in one piece I harmoniouOy Uend 
Four lines from each poem thefe authors hare penn*d» 
I am pleaaM that on them no vexation can fall# 
That I (hall not hurt one, and muft gratify all— 
But the Geniufes come. 

Entfr Carey, Uifoducing Rumble, Facil, and Tropei 
who advance with profound Bows towards tbi M' 
Uon^ ^ 

Lady 8o?hia. 

Ye kind friends to my grief f 
Who employ your fine parts in afflidion*8 relief i 
My jBournful diftrefs by your talents ye calm. 
And my dear loft Sir Simo» your verfes embalm«^ 
As I ou£^, let me firft Mr. Rumble addseft ^ 
What I owe to you. Sir, I can never exprefi. 
Yet the force of your pen let my gratitude mentiost 

Rumble (afide). 
I perceive (he has fenfe— and Tm fure of tbe penfiont 

Lady Sofhia. 
In my choice I have done equal juftice, I hope» 
To you, Mr. Facil — and you, Mr. Trope : 
From your various produ^ons twelve verfes I chuff. 
And I blend the rich fweets of each different Mufej 
Thus a wreath is completed to deck the dear Ihrine, 
And to honor Sir Simon three Poets combine. 
Here you'll fee how Tve managM this nice combination. 
ipiftributing a paper to each. 

Rumble* 
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Rumble. 
proteft I can^t fuffer this conglomeration 
)f marble and brick ! this anomalous jumble ! 

Carey (ih a whifper to Rumble), 
lemember the peniion, mj good Mr. Rumble ! 

RUMBI^E. 

)ir! my admurmurations (ball loudly be heard! 
Ve a right to exclaim that my Lady^s abfurd : 
n her cap (he as well might conquaiTate together 
rhe down of green geefe and an oftrich^s feather« 

Fac I L. 
■ think, Mr. Rumble, my Lady difplays 
The moft dexterous art in uniting our lays: 
iTour elder Mufe firft, Hke the waggon of Night, 
iioves folcmn and grand ; — like the chariot of Light, 
Ury Tfope then advances, with different pace ; — 
W, Uke Twilight, between you I find my right place. 

Rumble. 
lemember, young man ! while his Iplendor you brag on, 
rhat rich Ponderofity rides in a waggon. — 
\vLt I will not defcend to a vile conteflation ; 
)ur minds were not faihionM for reciprocation. 
^J Lady I pardon, on this one condition, 
rhat flie quickly proceeds to a decompofition : 
;he may diufe of our epitaphs which (he thinks fit ; 
{ut a mixture fo monilrous I will not admit. 
the as well with her fciflars might hailily fnip 
!*rom different portraits the eye, nofe, and lip, 
Vnd think that her needle accomplilh^d great matters^ 
3y comparing a face of the difciepant tatters. 

Lady Sophia. 
3 mercy !— dear Sir, pray tUs bufinefs adjuft, 
\nd do not difturb my Sir Simpn*8 calm dufl ! 



\\ 
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If a fquabble concerning his tomb jou excite, 
I am fure his dear fpin't will haunt us to-night : 
I feel in this terror new anguilh arife. 
And a frefli flood of forrow fwells into my eyes ! 

Carey {afidetoRurohle). 
Mr. Rumble .' I fear if you do not fubmit. 
My Lady will have an hjiberical fit. 

Rumble. 
Sir ! in points that my credit and honor involve, 
A few drops of falt-water won't melt my refolve. C 

Facil Cafide t§ C^rey). ^ 

I proteft, though fantaftic I own (he appears, 
I can not bear the fight of fuch beauty in tears ; 
And as I perceive flie is really diftreft, 
I'll at once put an end to the ftrife in her breaft, 

[To Lady Sophia.] 
Dear Madam ! that you on this point may not grieve. 
And your delicate mind from all doubt to relieve. 
Let me and my friend our pretenfions reHgn, 
And leave one iingle Bard to embellifli the ihrine ; 
We beg that alone Mr. Rumble may bear 
The honor he thinks that we ought not to (hare. 

Caret. 

No, no, my good friend ! you're too modeft, indeed ! 
I've a plan for ye all, that I truft will fuccced. 

Lady Sophia. 

What is it, good Carey ? I wiih tb purfue 
Some happy expedient fuggeiled by. you;. 

Carey. 
At Mecca, dear Ma!ara, fcvcn poems, we're told. 
O'er the Prophet's rich tooib were fafpeaded in gold ; 

Now, 
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Now,* let three worthy Bards each an elegy write. 
And fufpend all their works o'er the tomb of your Knight. 

L^DY S9PHIA. 

chawning ! — your thought is Qnchanti^igly ,6np I — 
Mr. Rumble! 1 hope you applaud his cleft©i? 

Rumble. 

From this propofition I will not revolt. 
Though niy young rivals' pride it may fervcto cxah ; 
Of the honor you do them I will no( be jealous ; 
But rU teach the vain youths to revere an Entellus. 

Lady Sophia. 
Well, I hope what has paft will be kindly forgot. 
And that now you'll all deign to compofe on the fpot — 

1 commend, my good Carey, the Bards to your care. 
Entertain them, I beg, with the choiceft of fare: 
And, as it grows late, you muft leav€ me, my frieiid. 
In affliaion's chafte rites my lone evening to fpend. — 
Farewell, worthy Sirs ; — you now' leave roe to forrow. 
But I hope to attend you at dinner to-morrow. 

Carey. 

Come, my friends ! now permit me to be yourdire^on— 
Mr. Rumble, 'Rack Punch is ^our genuine nedtar ; 
As thfe night's coming t)D, I'll prepare the rfch bowl. 
That Ihall give to' you' Poets freih vigour of foul ; ' • 
Forthe Mufe with new force, like the flymg-filb, fprings. 
When flie (loops for the purpofe of wetting herVitigsi 
[^A*// Carey, w//^ Rumble, Facil; 4«</ Trope. 
Lady. So i^h'i a alpne. 
I am i^ad we have Yooth'ii Mr. Rtini tie's ciagrinl 

Enter 
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Etaer Mifs Jafper. 

Lady Sophia* 
Of my dear, with die Poets Pve had fuch a fcene ! 
They have ihaken my nerves to that cruel degree, 
I (hall quiver all night like a poor a(pen-tree. 

Miss Jasper. 
My tidings new life in your heart will infufe ; 
The young Sculptor's arrived ! 

Ladt Sophia. 

That, indeed, is fweet news! 
Then in effigy^foon I (hall clafp my dear Knight ! 
Is the block too provided and perfe^y white? 
Of the true Parian marUe, I truil, he will mold 
The ftatue my bofom fo pants to behold. 

Miss Jasper. 
I aflore you, the fouiineis engages his heart. 
And you'll fee a fine work from his exquiiite art. 
To my brother already the vault 1 have (hewn ; 
And of attitudes there he is thinking alone. 
As I mean to conceal his arrival' at home. 
We went by the pafs under ground to the dome. 

Laot Sophia. 
We will join him, dear Fanny, and go the fame way^ 
• I long at the tomb itiy devotions to pay ; 
To hear how your brother's fine fancy and (kill 
With new decorations the (Iru^ure may fill. 
And to fee in what pofture the ftatue may ftand« 

Miss Jasper. 
Let us j;o— he'll, be happy to kifs your fair hand. 

{Exeunt. 

[72r 
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\l'be Scene changes to the infide of a grand Maufoleum % 
on one fide^ a large oblong Tomb of white marble, on the 
other, fomejleps afcending from a fubterraneous paffage. 
Jafper appears in the Gown and Cap ^ Sir Simon.] 

Jasper. 
What a part has my fifter inducM me to play ! 
I wifli from the fcene I could well flip away. 
I Ihall never fucceed—- furely love was ne'er made. 
Since the days of old Jove, in fuch odd mafquerade ! 
I fcarce know myfelf, in this whimfical plight. 
But I fancy I look very like the old Knight : 
Yet if you, my fweet Widow, incline to my plan. 
This image will beat the original man. 
Gad ! I hope (he won't fancy I'm really his ghoft f— 
But I hear them below — I muft leap to my poft. 

[Jafper places himfelf in a flriking attitude on the 
top of the marble Tomb, while Lady Sophia and 
Mifs Jafper afcend the peps from the fubterra- 
nean pojfage!] 

Lady Sophia (flarting.) 
O mercy ! — what phantom amazes my fight f 
Has the grave to my love given back the dear Knight?— 
*Tis himfelf 1 perceive — 'tis no fanciful dream \ 
O, I faint — \yalls en the arm of Mifs Jafpen 

[Jafper j^/w to Lady Sophia in great agitation, 
and f peaks at the fame time to Mifs Jafper*} 

See the end of your pitiful fchome ! — 
As 1 live, her- fond fears have fufpended her breatkf . 
And I've fr ighien'd the delicate creature to death ! 

Miss Ja^pi&r. 
Never fear, fimple Charles f you will not lofe you wifc:-^ 
You underftand marWe much better than life ! 

Vol. IlL P Lady 
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Lady Sophia (re<vrving). 

Where am I ! O, pray Sir, are you Mr. Jafper ? 

Miss Jasper (vjbijpering her brother)^ 

In your arms, you poor (implecon ! haften to clafp her ! — 
If you ftand fo confounded, how can you fucceed ? 
I (hall prcfently think you a fbtue indeed ! 

Jasper {/0 Lady Sophia). 
How fare you, dear Lady ? — 'tis true that you fee 
Your devoted affeftionate Jafper in me : 
Of your beauty my heart has long felt the efFeft, 
In chafte admiration and tender refpe^ : 
No licentious deiign with my pallion could mingle; 
But the very firft moment I heard you were iingle. 
All my foreign purfuits I refolv'd to difclaim ; 
For your (miles are to me more attractive than fame. 
Though the wintry ocean was roaring between us. 
My love, with fond hope in the favor of Venus, 
Bade me crofs the rough deep, and, difdaining controul. 
Fly with fpeed to the di(lant delight of my foul ! 

Lady Sophia. 
How like my Sir Simon in p6rfon and air ! 
The mild turn of his lip, and his eye to a hair ! 

Jasper. 
O think not the likenefs lies only in feature ? 
I've his foul, heart, and paffions, my fweet, lovely crea- 
ture ! 
In me, then, O fancy you fee him reftor'd ? 
And with fondnefs connubial be lov'd and adorMi 
Inftead of a feaf«lefs, cold image of (lone. 
Make bis living refemblance for ever your own ! * 
A foft ftatue of wax in your hand I will prove, 
Yow ihall mold me to all the chafte fancies of love. 
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Lady Sophia. 

)teft your idea is fweetly refin'd, 

delight the pure warmth of a delicate mind ! 

uld wifli fuch a likenefs to keep in my view, 

for ever contemplate Sir Simon in you : 
» though the mere offspring of tender fenfation, 
1 a wiOi would be reckonM a grofs inclination ; 

I'm fure I fhould die at that horrid fuggeftion ! 

Jasper (embracing her) . 
r angel ! no tongue (hall thy purity queftion. 

Lady Sophia. 
'harles f to my bofom you give fuch a flutter, 
my reafons againfl you I want breath to utter, 

Jasper. 
:he eloquent glance of that dear melting eye, 
h my delicate purpofe I know you'll comply. 

Miss Jasper. 
d ! hu(h ! I have heard fome one ftep near the door, 
r be ftill, till the coaft I can clearly explore. 

Lady Sophia. 
ly ftars ! fhould my people difcover at home, 
Lt at night I converfe with a man in this dome 

Miss Jasper. 
:e I away ! under ground you muft quickly retreat. 

Jasper (taking up Lady Sophia in bis arms)* 
le, efcape in my arms ! ^ 

Lady Sophia. 

Don't you feel my heart beat ? 

P z Jasper. 
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Jasper. 
So does nune, lovely creature ! mj foul is on fire« 

Lady Sophia. 
But I never can yield to your fenfual defire. 

{^Exii Jafpcr, bearing offLoidy Sophia 
down the fubterranean ftaircafei\ 

Caxey. 

(fpeaking without the great doer of the Maufoleum), 
Mifsjafper! Mifs Jafper! pray, are you within? 

Miss Jasper (opening the door) . 

Is it yon. Sir, wko make fo uncivil a din ?— - 
Fray what is the caufe of this fudden iotrufion ? 
Have your Poets produced a new icene of confufion ? 

Caret. 
Gerrard fays you have lock'd up the key of the 'Rack, 
So to give the Bards punch be fo kind to come back. 
Come, my dear. — 

Miss Jasper. 
The deuce take your poetical potion f 
You have fpoil'd my poor Lady's nofturnal devotion.— 
How forgetful old Gerrard is fuddenly grown ! 
He has, furely, the key in fome draw'r of his own. 
But you jeft. — Get you gone ! — I muft haften to her. 

Carey. 

But without a few kifTes indeed I (han't ftir. 
Miss Jasper. 

Pi(h ! — ^nonfenfe !— make hafte then— I've no time to 
fpare. 

Carey. 
Can't you give me fome minutes^ my dear bufy Fair ? 

Miss 
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Miss Jasper. 

No, in truth, not a moment j my hiury it great — 
Meet me here in the morning preciXely at eight. 
And perhaps I may make you fome pleafing amends^ 
Good-night ! 

Caeey. 

Let us part, though, like lovers and friends > 
I deferve tliit fwcet kifs for my patience. 

Miss Jasper. 

Good- night ! 
To-iaorrow, I hope, will bring wonders to light ! 

[ExiUHt different v)(^u 

IND OF THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT III. 

S C E N E I. rhe Maufokum. 
Enter Trope ^ib Facil, kugiuig. 
JLN my life I ne*er knew an adventure fo drole ? 

Trope. 
But what is it, dear Facil, pray tell me the whole? 

Facii<. 
So I will, when a little calm breath I can draw. 
In ceafing to laugh at the figure I faw. 

Trope. 
What figure ? 

F 3 Facil. 
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Facil. 
Why, Rumble : I now fee him ftand 
With his garments half-button'd, a fcroll in his hand; 
And the poor frighted girl ! 

Trope. 
What the deuce do you mean ? 
In an odd wanton frolic has RumUe been feen — 
To an Abigail's room did the old Bard repair f 

Facil. 
No, no, 1*11 relate to you all the afFair. — 
You muft know that our punch had fo heated my bram^ 
That to fleep half the night I endeavour'd in vain ; 
But was juft in a (lumber, between three and four. 
When a halP-array'd figure threw open my door : 
'Twas a poor trembling damfel, who haftily (aid, i 

** Rife ! rife ! or you'll furely be burnt in your bed !'* 
And I heard Rumble's voice thrice repeat the word 

'* Fire I" 
But as that dreadful word was foon foUow'd by ** Lyre," 
I perceiv'd the good girl, I now held by the arm. 
Had miftaken his verfe for a cry of alarm. 

Trope. 
Very good I — he has often thefe ftarts in the night 
But how did you calm the poor girl in her fright ? 

Facil. 
The wild little wench, like a poor frighted hare. 
Knew not which way to run, and did nothing but ftarei 
When, holding the door of my chamber a-jar. 
We perceiv'd, by the aid of the bright morning- (lar. 
The oldiBard, who of liquor had taken his fill, 
Sally forth from his quarters in odd difhabille i 
With punch and with poetry heated, he fwaggers. 
And reels down the flairs, like a horfe in the fraggers. 

Repeating 



A COMEDY, IN RHYMEe 3^3 

Repeating with emphafis, feveral times. 
The unfortunate word in his dangerous rhymes ; 
And the girl, who now faw her miftake very clear, 
Laugh'd, in fpite of her (hame, at the fource of her fear. 

Trope. 
And you, 1 fuppofe, when her terror was fled. 
Taught htr bloom to revive by the warmth of your bed? 

Facil. 
N0| indeed) had her panic been only afl^edted, 
I perhaps had been foolilb, as yo^ have fufpeded ; 
But her fear and her modedy both were fo true 
That th^y won my regard, and (he fafely withdrew, 

THOPE. 

But whereas our friend Rumble ? 

Facil. 

O, nobody knows. 

Trope. 
To fome (hady retreat he is gone to compofe. 

Facil. 
On the houfe-top, perhaps, like a bird he may (it; 
He confiders keen air as a friend to his wit. 
It would not fuFprize me this phoemx to fee 
Oddly perchM on a bough of an 0I4 lofty tree 5 
For he thinks he writes beft when hi*s neareft to heaven: 
But he'll foon want his breakfaft — 'tis much after feven. 

Trope. 
Hark I what is that noife, like the woodman's loud flroke? 

Facil. 
As I live, it is Rumble in yon (hatter'd oak I 
Don't you fee where he's fitting aftride on the b>anch ? 
He has crack'd that large limb by the weight of his 
paunch. 

P 4 , Tv<^^^^ 
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Teofe. 
^ believe he*s afleep ! — (hall we give him a call. 
Led he chance in his flumber to get a bad fiJl ? 

Facil* E 

Never fear : — here is one to take care of his Kfc, ^ 

Here*8 the nurfe of our Brobdignag babv, his wife* 

Emier Mrs. RomUe^ baftilj, 
Mas. Rumble. 
Fray, Gentlemen, where is my dearR^. Rumble?— 
I have news for you Poets, to make you all gmmble f— 
But where is my hu(band ?— I ftek Um in haftie« \ 

Facil. . ' 

Dear Ma*am ! weVe furprtz^d ^at, with fingnlkr tafte \ 

From tbe foft arms of Beauty hq (bangely has Hed, 
To embrace the rough limbs of an oak in their ftead !— > 
On that boUgh you may fee him. 

Mrs. Rumblb. 

Ah! barbarous man f 
He will venture his life, let me fay what I can. 
1 am fure fome mifchance will ht» genius o'crwhclm. 
T'other day he fell down ftom the top of an elm.— 
Mr. Rumble ! take care ! — ^^. RumWe, -my dear ! 

Facil. 
In this cafe, my dear Madam, youVe nothing to feact 
Behold ! 'tis an incident only for mirth. 
For the bough gently falling configns him to earth. 

Mrs. Rumble. 
I rejoice he is landed ! 

Enter Rumble, ftreubing himfelf and yaixinhg. 
Mrs. Rumble. 

My dear Mr. Rumble ! 
It is vreU you have met vni\i fo ^^^^ ^ xwxcfeU t 
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1 wi(h that your fancy was not fo romantic } 
All tke people will tliink you are pexfedtly frantic. 
Rumble. 

Peace, woman f — I car© not for idle derifion^ 

I have had a i^erb elegiacal vifton : 

Honier^ys^ with great truth, " Ouar ek dies cfti.** 

Mrs. Rumbli. 
On firft waking, my dear, you are apt to be teftyj 
But Pm gla4 if the Mufe has been kind to your (lumbers. 
And I hope we ihaH hear your mellifluous numbers. 
Rumble. 

In my dream Pve composed, and with clear continuity. 
Such emollient verfe for the grief of ytduity, 
'Twould have foothM the fad relict of old king Maufolus! 

Mrs. Rumble. 
In our pafllons the Nine may have charms to control us ; 
But your Mufe, Tm afraid, might as well have mifcarried,. 
For the lady you praife as a widow is married I 

Rumble. 
Peace, woman ! you're crazy ! 
Facil. 
How ! married, dear Madanx ! 
Mrs. Rumble. 
Ay, married? as fure as we're children of Adam. 
You know. Sir, rich folks, with a licence, have power 
To marry without the canonical hour; 
And, leaving her gucfts o'er their punch to cardufe. 
My Lady at midnight recciv'd a new fpoufe. 

Rumble. 
Mrs. Rumble, I fear 'tis our punch that has bred 
Thefe nuptial phantafma's in your giddy head : 
Your ftory h^s nothing of concatenation. 
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Mrs. Rumble. 
Mr. Rumb]e> you always will doubt my narration f 
But I deal not in fidion, although a Bard^s wife ; 
On the truth of chis fecret I'd venture my life : 
From one of the houfe^roaids I hapf:fenM to worm it. 
And here comet a gentleman who will confirm it. 

Enter Carey. 
Mrs. Rumble. 

Tour voice, Mr. Carey> will prove I am right, i 
Pray was not her Ladyfhip married laft night ^* 

Carey. 
Dear Madam ! your queftion'can hardly be (erious. 

Mrs. Rumble. 
I am fure ihe was wed, though the wedding's myfierious. 

Caret. 
Do you really believe it ? — dear Madam, to whom ? 
It muft be to one of thefe Bards, or a groom : 
For, excepting ourfelves and the men of her train. 
Not a male did this manfion lad night entertain r 
But^whence your conjedture ? on what is it grounded ? 

Rumble. 
Silly woman ! I tell you your brain is confounded ; 
But I think we may guefs, from your dream of this fa^f 
How in widowhood you will be tempted to a6t ; 
I fuppofe, when I've finifli'd my fcene of mortality. 
However you forrow in (hew and verbality. 
You foon will renounce all your dignified gravity ; 
And, entic'd by feme bellman's poetical fuavity. 
Go to church with a fellow who deigns to rehearfe 
A quatrain on your charms in his annual verfe. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Rumble. 

O you barbarous man ! by fo cruel a jeft 
Would you wound the chafte love of fo tender a bread ? 
You know me too well to believe what you fay. — 
Thank my ftars ! here's an evidence coming this way ;. 
And you'll fee truth and juftice are both on my fide. 

Enter Mifs Jafper. 
Mrs. RuMBLS (haftily). 
Mifs Jafper ! pray is not my Lady a Bride ^ 

Miss Jasper. 
You are right, mj dear Madam. 
Carey. 

It cannot be real ! 
Miss Jasper. 
From you Bards I requeft a fublime hymen^a!.. 

Trope. 
So.fuddenly married ! 

Facil.. 
You certainly joke. 
Miss Jasper. 
A word of more truth in my life I ne'er fpoke.. 

Carey. 
What d'ye mean, my dear Fannyi pray do not deceive us. 

Mrs. Rumble.. 
What infidels. Madam ! they will not believe us. 

Facil. 
Fray, to what happy man may fo fair a prize £J1 ? 

Miss Jasper. 
The Bridegroom I'll foon introduce to you all ; 
And you Poets, I truft, will a new firing employ. 
With fingular pleafure to echo his joy. 
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Rumble. 
So my fine elegiacs are now out of reafon;-— 
I was ready to think woman a creature of reafpn. 
And on widowhood^s (lippery virtues^ to raifc 
The luminous fabric of rythmical praife f 
But ril hafte to be gone from this fcene of fatuity r 
Come along, Mrs. Rumble; Fvc done with viduity.— 
My Lady may welcome more juvenile comers, 
I have no time to wafle upon eonjugtl mttjnmers* 

Miss Jasfbr. 

Mr. Rumble! prayftay, in our joy to^partakt. 

Mrs. Rumble. 

Stay, my dear Mr. Rumble ! you'll ftay for my fake. 
Though the grand and ^e gloomy is all your delightjr 
I confefs that feftrvity pleafes my fight; 
Pray indulge me for once!— it would half break my heart 
Without feeing the Bridegroom were we to depart. 

Rumble. 
Curiofity ruin'd your grandmother Eve ; 
And to gratify yours you fliall not have my leave : 
From a farcical fcene it is time we fitould go. 
And who plays the Jack Pudding; I want not to know. 

Mrs. Rumblb. 
My Lady may ftill wifli your f«rfe to perufe ! 

Rumble. 

For Politics henceforth I give up the Mufe } 
Though political paths may have fome tortuofity. 
To enter on them I have lefs fcupulofity. 
Than to feed your vain fex with poetical flummery. 
And at laft be the dupe of their amorouB muii^mery. 

But 
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But I'll have my revenge, and, before my fpleen cools, 
I will prove all the fex-flattering poets are fools.-— 
Come away, Mrs. Rumble ! — your duty's fubmifllon. 
[£jr/V, bearing oflAii, Rumble. 
Miss Jasper. 
poor woman ! I pity her difmal condition. 
And am griev'd that fo roughly he makes her return : — 
But here's one to conlble us for every concern. 

Enter Jafper. 
Miss Jaspeh. 
To you, my good friend^, I the Bridegroom prefenc. 
And you all will rejoice in this happy event. 

Caret. 
Dear Jafper ! o'erwhelm'd by this joyous furprize, 
I am almoft afraid to believe my own eyes I 
Are you really returned ? and, in truth, are you married? 
Has this excellent plan been fo fuddenly carried ? 
Or, with potent illufibn and artful pretences. 
Has this fair little forcerefs cheated our fenfes ? 

Jasper. 
You may truft in her magic, as honeft and true } 
She has renderM me happy, and fo flie will you : 
To you, my dear Carey, I give her for life % 
So enchanting a iifter muft prove a fweet wife } 
And, with pleafure I add, you'll receive your £ur Bride 
With the fortune ihe merits completely fupplied. 

Carey. 

Her heart in itfelf Is an opulent dower ! 

Jasper (/tfFaciltfW Trope.) 
My worthy old friends ! in this fortunate hour 
It increafes my joy to meet you ondns fpot. 

Facil« 
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Facil. 
I rejoice in jour blifs ! 

Trope. 
I am charroM with jour lot ! 

Jaspbr« 
And with double delight the good fortune I vieWy 
Which ma J prove I retain a warm friendfhip for jou : 
I've a fcheme for ye both, mj dear Facil and Trope, 
That will meet with jour hearty concurrence, I hope. 
You muft yield to mj wilh — I will not be denied 
From an J vain fcruples of generous pride, 

Facil. 
With hearts fo enliven'd bj feeing jou blefl:. 
We fhall hardl J refufe whatfoe'er jou requeft. 

Jasper. 
Though a few daintj whims, of a fmgular kind. 
Have o'erclouded the worth of her excellent mind^ 
The foul of mj Ladj Sophia is fraught 
With the true mental treafures of generous thought. 
She perceives, and difclaims for the reft of her dajs. 
The foibles to which falfe refinement betra js : 
She now thinks this proud fabric of the ill-applied art 
The ridiculous whim of too feeling a heart. 
Sir Simon had man j calm virtues, whofe claim 
From ungrateful Oblivion (hall refcue his name : 
But all the diminutions of rank are confus'd. 
Fame herfelf is infulted, and Art is abus'd. 
When the plume and the laurel infultingl j wave 
O'er the honeft plain Merchant's prepofterpus grave : 
Convinc'd of this truth, 'tis mj L^dj's defign 
To alter this dome on a new plan of mine. 

Here 
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Here withFreedom and Eafe you, my friends, mayrefidej 
Good apartments for each I (hall quickly provide : 
For this dome, where the Founder ihall rife in a nich. 
Is to prove an afylum for artifts not rich. 

Carey. 
I am charm'd with your proje^, dear Jafpcr ! 

Jasper. 

Yet hear!— 
By the will there's a fund of four hundred a year 
Of real hard cafli, from incumbrances free. 
Which my Lady herfelf is to guide as truftee. 
To fupport any ftrudture (he chufes to plan. 
To perpetuate the name of her worthy good man ; 
This between you, dear Bards, (he is pleasM toadjuft: 
And when opulent Honefty finks in the duft. 
May his heirs ever ufe what he leaves upon earth 
In fecuring calm comfort to Genius and Worth ! 

Facil. 

We always have faid, and your a6tions evince. 
You, Jafper, were born with the foul of a prince j 
But our gratitude how (hall we utter to you ? 

Jasper. 
By returning your thanks where they chiefly are due. 
My Lady's pure bounty, that fcorns to be (tinted, 
Surpafl in your*favour whatever I hinted — 
To prove that I wed not from motives of pelf, 
I have fettled her wealth on her generous felf ; 
She is rich, and intends to make ufe of her treafure 
In the purchafe of noble and permapcat pleafure : 
At the higheft of intereft our gpld we employ. 
When it brings a return of benevolent joy.— ^ 
Thank my ftars ! all my wi(hes are crown'd with fuccefs ; . 
Kind Fortune, I juft now have learn'd by cxprefs. 



At my Lady*5 requeft, (hall be willing to take. — 
But come, my good friends^ let us hade to the ha 
Where the Bride will be happy to welcome you a 

Carey. 

Well, my friend! I confefs, in the courfe of my 
1 have oft been provok'd with your new lovely w 
But for this her laft adl her late whims I forgive. 
And fli.all blefs the kind <:reature as long as I live.- 
You will teach, as you mold her life's fweeteft dt 
All her virtues to ihine as complete as her beauty : 
And may each childlefs widow, in youth's lively 
Who has yielded an honeft old hulband to fate. 
In a partner like you find the fureft relief^ 
And to fenfible joy turn fantaftical grief! 



FINIS. 
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